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ACT I. 8e EN E, 3 Gurden. 
Euter Caſtalio, Polydore, and Page. 
Cafe. OLYDORYE. ! our fport 
| | Has been to-day much better for the danger ; 
; When on the brink the foaming boar I met, 
. And in his fide thought to have lodg'd my ſpear, 
The deſperate favage ruſh'd within my force, 
And bore me headlong with him down the rock, 
Pol. But then | 
. Cali. Ay then, my brother, my friend Polydore, 
f L'ke berfzus movntel eh bis winged feed, 
| Came on, and down. the dang*rous precipies leapt 
To fave Caſtalio. Twas a Godliks act! 
Pol. But when I came I found you Conqueror. 
Oh ! my heart danc'd to fee your danger paſt! 
2 The heat and fury of the chace was cold, 
— And I had nothing in my mind but joy. | 
Caſt. So, Polydore, methinks we might in war 
Ruſh on together; thou ſhould'ſt be my guard, 
And I be thine : what is't could hurt us then? 
Now half the youth of Europe are in arms, 
How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind, 
And die of rank diſeaſes here at home? 
Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my youth renown, 
To make me lov'd and valu'd when I'm ole; 
I would be buſy in the world and learn, 
| Not like a coarſe and uſeleſs dunghill weed, 
* Fixt to one ſpot, and rot juſt as I grow. _ 
| Cal. Our father | 
Has ta'en himſelf a ſurfeit of the world, 
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7 And cries, it is not ſafe that we ſhould take it: 
6 l own I have duty very pow'rful in me: 
| And though I'd hazard all to raiſe my name, 
A Yet he's ſo tender, and ſo good a father, 
£ I could not do a thing to croſs his will, 
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Pol. Caſtalio, I have doubts within my heart, 
Which you, and only you can ſatisfy : 

Will you be free and candid to your friend ? 

Call. Have I a thought my Polydore ſhou d not know ? 
What can this mean? 

Pol. Nay, IL'II conjure you too, | 
By all the ſtricteſt bonds of faithful friendſhip, 
Jo ſhew your heart as naked in this point, 

As you wou'd purge you of your ſins to Heav'n. 

Cafe. I will. 

Pol. And ſhould I chance to touch it nearly, bear it 
With all the ſuff*rance of a tender friend, 

Ca/?. As calmly as the wounded patient bears 
The artiſt's hand that miniſters his cure. 

Pol. That's kindly ſaid. You know our father's ward, 
The fair Monimia: is your heart at peace ? 

Is it ſo guarded, that you could not love her? 

Cafe. Suppoſe I ſhould ? 

Pol. Suppoſe you ſhould not, brother, 

Caſt. You'd ſay, I mutt not. 

Pol. That would ſound too roughly 
Twixt friends and brothers, as we two are. 

Caf. Is love a fault? 
Pol. In one of us it may be: 
What if I love her ? 
Cal. Then J muſt inform you 
I lov'd her firſt, and cannot quit the claim, 
But will preſerve the birth-11ght of my paſſion. 

Pol. You will, 

Caſt. I will. | 

Pol. No more; l've done. 

Caſt, Why not? I 

Pol. I told you I had done: 

But you, Caſtalio, would diſpute it. 
Caf. No; 
Not with my Polydore; though 1 muſt own 
My nature obſtinate and void of ſuf rance, 

Love reigns a very tyrant in my heart, 
Attended on his throne by all his guards 
Of furious Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Suſpicions. 
I could not bear a rival in my friendſhip, 

1 am fo much i in love, and fond of thee. 


Pol. 


1 H n n r N A N. 5 


Pol. Yet you will break this friend{/hip? 
Caf. Not for crowns. 
Pcl. But for a toy you would, a woman's toy. 
We Caſtalia ! 
Cafe. Prithee where's my fault? 
Pol. You love Monimia, 
Caſt. Ves. | 
Pol. And you would kill me, 
If l'm your rival. 
| Caft. No, ſure we're ſuch friends, 
So much one man, that our affections too. 
' Mutt be united, and the ſame as we are, 
Pol. I doat upon Monim1:, 
Ca/*. Love her {lll 
Win and enjoy her. 
Pol. Both of us cannot. 
Call. No matter 
Whoſe chance it prove; but let's not quarrel for't. 
Pol. You would not wed Monimia, would you? 
Ca. Wed her! 
No! were fhe all defire could wiſh, as fair 
As would the vaineſt of her ſex be thought, 
With wealth beyond what woman's pride could waſte, 
Se thould not cheat me of my freedom. Marry! 
\hen 1 am old and weary of the world, 
I way grow deſperate, 
And take a wife to mortify withal. | 
. Pol. It is an elder brother's duty ſo \ 
> To propagate his family and name: 

You would not have you1s die and buried with you ? 
Caſt. Mere vanity, and ſilly dotage all: 

No, let me live at large, and when 1 die 
Pol. Who ſhall poſſeſs th* eſtate you leave? 
Caft. My friend, 

If he furvives me; if not, my King, 

MN ho may beſtow't it again on ſome brave man, 

Whoſe boncity and ſervices deſerve one. 

Pel. Tis kindly offer'd. 
Cat. By yon Heaven, I love 
My Polydore beyond all wordly joys, 
And would not ſhock his quiet, to be Bleſt 
With greater happineſs than man c'er taſted. 
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Pol. And by that Heaven eternally I ſwear, 
To keep the kind Caſtalio in my heart. | 
W ho!e ſhall Monimia be? 

Cafl, No matter whoſe, 

Pol. Were you not with her privately laſl night ? 

Ca/?, I was, and ſhou'd have met her here again; 
Put th” opportunity ſhall now be thine ; 

Mytelf will bring thee to the ſcene of love: 


But have a care, by Friendſhip i conjure thee, 


That no falſe play be offer'd to thy brother. 
Urge all thy pow'rs to make thy paſſion proſper : 


But wrong not mine. 


Pol. Heav'n blait me if Ido. 
Caft. If t prove thy fortune, Polydore, to conquer, 
(For thou haſt all the arts of ſoft perſuaſion!) 
'Truſt me, and let me know thy love's ſucceſs, 
'That I may ever after ſtifle mine. 
Pol. Thongh ſhe be dearer to my foul than reſt 
To weary pilgrims, or to miſers gold, 
To great men pow'r, or wealthy cities pride: 
Rather than wrong Caſtalio, I'd forget her, 
For if ye Pow'rs have happineſs in ſtore, | 
When ye would ſhow'r down joys on Polydore, 
In one great bleffing all your bounty fend, 
- 'T hat I may never loſe ſo dear a friend. | 
[Ex. Caſt. aud Pol. Manet Page, 


Enter Monimia. 


Mon. So ſoon return'd from hunting ? This fair day 
Secms as if fent to invite the world abroad, 


* Paſs*d not Caſtalio and Polydore this way? 


Page. Madam, juſt now.“ 

Mon. Sure my ill ſate's upon me. 
Diſtruſt and heavineſs ſit round my heart, 
And apprehenſion ſhocks my tim'rous ſoul, 


Why was not I laid in my peaceful grave 


With my poor parents? and at reſt as they are? 
Inſtead of that, I'm wand ring into cares, 
Caſtalio! O Caſtalio! thou haſt caught 

My fooliſh heart; ard like a tender child, 
That truſts his play-thing to another band, 

I fear its harm, and fain would haye it back. 
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Come near, Cordelio; I muſt chide you, Sir. 
Page. Why, Madam, have I done you any wrong ? 
Nen. I never ſee you now ; you have been kinder ; 

Sat by my bed, and ſung me pretty longs : 

Forkaps I've been ungrateful. Here's money for you: 

Will you oblige me ? ſhall I fee you oftener ! 

Page. Madam, I'd ferve you with my ſoul. 

Mon. Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oft haſt heard 
Their friendly converſe, and their boſom tecrets : 
Sometimes, at leaſt, have they not talk'd of me? 

Page. O Madam ! very wickedly they have talk'd ! 
But y am afraid to nameit ; for, they fay, 

Boys mutt be whipt that tell their maſter” s ſecrets. 
Mon. Fear not, Cordelio! it ſhall ne'er be know; 

For l'll preſerve the ſecret as 'twere mine. 

Polydore cannot be ſo kind as I, 

IH furniſh thee with all thy harmleſs ſports, 

With pretty toys, and thou ſhalt be my Page. 

Page. And truly, Madam, I had rather be ſo, 
Methinks you love me better than my lord ; 

For he was never half fo kind as you are. 

What muſt I do? 

Mon. Inform me how: thou'ſt heard 
Caſtalio, and his brother, uſe my name. 

Page. With all the tenderneſs of love ; 

You were the ſubject of their laſt diſcourſe. 


At firſt I thought it would have fatal prov'd ; 


But as the one grew hot, the other cool'd, 
And yielded to the frailty of his friend ; 
At laſt, after much ſtruggling, 'twas refoly'd —— 
Mor. What, good Cordelio ? - 
Page. Not to quarrel for you, 
Mon. I wou'd not have em, by my deareſt OP ; 
I wou'd not be the argument of ſtrife | 
But ſurely my Caſtalio won't forſake me, 
And make a mock'ry of my eaſy love. 
Went they together ? 
Page. Yes, to ſee you, Madam. 
Caſtalio promis'd Polydore to bring him, 
Where he alone might meet you, 
And fairly try the fortune of his wiſhes. 
Mon. Am! then grown ſo cheap juſt to be made 
5 A common 
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A common ſtake, a prize for love in jeft ? 
Was not Caſtalio very loth to yield it; 
Or was it Polydore's umuly paſſion, 
That heighten'd the debate ? 
Page. The fault was Polydore's. 
Caſt: lio play'd with love, and ſmiling ſhew'd 
The pleaſure, not che pan s of his delire, 
He ſaid no woman's ſmiles ſhould Day his freedom: 
And marriage is a mortitying thing 
Mon. Then I am ruin d, it Caſtal o's falſe, 
Where is there faith and honour to be found ? 
Ye Gods, that guard the innocent and guide 
Ihe weak, protect, and take me to your care, 
O but Ilove him! There's the rock will wreck me! 
Why was I made with all my ſex's ſoftneſs, 
Yet want the cunning to conceal its tollies ? 
I'11 fee Caſtalio, tax him with his fal/iuods, 
Be a true woman, rail, proteſt my wrongs ; 
Reſolve to hate him, and yet love hit fill. 
Euter Caſtalio and Polydore. 
He comes, the conqueror comes: he ſtill, my heart, 
And learn to bear thy injuries with ſcorn. 
Ca/?. Madam, my brother begs he may have leave, 
To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly : 
I leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw, 
Mou. My lord Callalio |! 
Caft. Madam? 
Mon. Have you purpos 3 
To abuſe me palpably ? What means this uſage ? 
Why am I left with Polydore alone? 


Caft. He beſt can tell you. Buſineſs of 3 


Calls me away: I muſt attend my father. 

Mon. Will you then leave me thus? 

Caſt. But for a moment. | 

Mon. It has been otherwiſe : the time has been, 
When buſineſs might have ſtaid, and I been heard. 

Caft. J could for ever hear thee ; but this time 

Matters of ſach odd circumſtances preſs me, 
That I muſt go | 

Mon. Then go, and, if't be poſſible, for ever, 
Well, my lord Polydore, I gueſs your buſineſs, 
Aud read th ill. natur d purpoſe in your eyes. 
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If you perſiſt, I ne'er henceforth will ſee you, 
But rather wander through the world a beggar, 
And live on ſordid ſcraps at proud mens doors 
For though to Fortune loſt, I'll ſtill inherit 
My mother*s virtues, and my father's honour, 
Pol, Intolerable vanity ! your ſex 
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Pol. If to deſire you more than miſers wealth, 

Or dying men an hour of added life; 

It ſofteſtwiſhes, and a heart more true. 

Than ever ſuffer'd yet for love diſdain'd, 

Speak an ilbnature, you accuſe me juſtly, | 
Mon. Talk not of love, my lord, J muſt not hear it, 
Pol. Who can behold ſuch beauty, and be filent ? 

Deſire firſt tauzht us words: Man, when created, 

At firſt alone along wander'd up and down, 

Forlorn, and filent as his vaffal- beaſts; 

But when a heav*n-born Maid, like you, appear'd, 

Strange pleaſure fill'd his eyes, and fir'd his heart, 

Unto, his tongue, and his firſt talk was love. 
Mon. The firſt created pair indeed were bleſs'd ; 


They were the only objeas of each other, 


Therefore he courted her, and her alone ; 
Bit in this peopled world of beauty, where 
There's roving room, where you may cour and ruin 
A thouſand more, why need you talk to me ? 

Pol. Oh! I could talk to thee: for ever: Thus 
Eternally àadmiring, fix and gare | 


On thoſe dear eyes; for every glance they ſend 


Darts thro' my ſoul, and almott gives enjoyment. 
Mon. How can you labour thus for my undoing ? 

I muſt confeſs, indeed, I owe you more 

Than ever I can hope or think to pay. 

There always was a triendſhip *twixt our families; 

And therefore when my tender parents dy'd, 

Whoſe ruin'd fortunes'too expir'd with them, 

Your tather's pity and his bounty took me 

A poor and helpleſs Orphan, to his care. 
Pol. *T was Heav'n ordain'd it fo, to make me happy. 

Hence with this peeviſh virtue, 'tis a cheat, 

Come, theſe ſoft tender limbs were made for yielding. 
Mon. Here, on my knees, by hcay*n's* bleſt pow'r 

I ſwear, [ Encels, 
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Was never in the right! yare always falſe, 

Or filly ; ev*n your dreſſes are not more 

Fantaſtic than your appetites ; you think 

Of nothing twice: opinion you have none. 

To-day y' are nice, to-morrow not ſo free; 

Now ſmile, then frown ; now. ſorrowful, then glad; 

Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why } 

Virtue you affect, inconſtancy's your practice z 

And when your looſe defires once get dominion, 

No hungry churl feeds coarſer at a feaſt ; 

Ev'ry rank fool goes down 
Mon. Indeed, my lord, 

I own my ſex's follies; I have 'em all 

And, to avoid its fault, muſt fly from you. . 

Therefore, believe me, could you raife me high - 

As moſt fantaſtic woman's wiſh could reach, : 
And lay all Nature's riches at my feet; 

I'd rather run a favage ip the woods - | 

Amongſt brute beaſts, grow wrinkled and deform'd, 
So I might Ul] enjoy my bonour ſafe, 

From the deſtroying wiles of faithleſs MW * 

*. 
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Pol. Who'd be that ſordid thing call'd Man, 
To. cringe thus, fawn, and flatter for a pleaſure, 
Whieh beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him ? 
The luſty Bull ranges through all the field, 
And. from the herd fingling his female out, 
Enjoys her, A her at will. 

It ſhall be ſo: Pl yet poſſeſs my love, 
Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded hours; 
Then when her roving thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton wiſhes to her heart, 
T* th? very minute when her Virtue nods, 
I ruth upon her in a ſtorm of Love, 
Beat down her guard of Honour, all before me, 
Surfeit on joys, till ev*n Defire grows ſick ; 
* Then, by long abjince, liberty regain, 
And quite forget the pleaſure aud the pain. 


|[ Exeunt Pol. and Page, 
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ACT II. SCENE à Caloon. 


Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydore, and Attendants. 

Acaſt. O-day has been a day of glorious ſport : 
When you, Caſtalio, and your brother left 
me, | 

Forth from the thickets ruſh'd another boar, 
So large, he ſeem'd the tyrant of the woods, 
With all his dreadful briſtles rais'd up high, 
They ſeem d a grove of ſpears upon his back: 
Foaming he came at me, where I was poſted, 


11 


Beſt to obſerve which way he'd lead the chace, 


Whetting his huge large tuſks, and gaping wide, 
As if he already had me for his prey ; 
"Till brandiſhing my well pois'd javelin high, 
With this bold executing arm, I ſtruck 
The ugly brindled moniter to the heart. 
Ca/?. The actions of your lite were always wond'rous. 
Acaſt. No flattery boy! an honeft man can't live by't; 
It is a little ſneaking art, which knaves 
Uſe to cajole and ſoften fools withal. 
If thou haſt Rattery in thy nature, out with't, 
Or ſend it to a court, for there ' twill thrive. 
Caf. Your lordſhip's wrongs have been 
So great, that you with juſtice may complain; 
But ſuffer us, whoſe younger minds ne er felt 


. Fortune's deceits, to court her, as ſhe's fair: 


Were ſhe a common miſtreſs, kind to all, 

Her worth would ceaſe, and half the world grow idle, 
Acaſt. Go to, y' are fools, and know me not; I've learnt 

Long ſince to bear revenge, or ſcorn my wrongs, = 

According to the value of the doer. 


You both wou'd fain be great, and to that end 
Deſire to do things worthy your ambition. 


Go to the camp, preferment's nobleſt mart, | 
Where Honouroughtto have the faireſt play, you'll find 


Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent and Faction, 

Almoit in every band : how many men 

Have ſpent their blood in their dear Country's ſervice ? 
Yet now pine under want, while ſelfiſh ſlaves, 


Thate'en would cut their tlwoats whom now they fawn on, 


Like deadly Locuits eat the honey up, 
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Which thoſe induſtrious Bees ſo hardly toil'd for 
Caf. Theſe precepts ſuit not with my active mind: 
Methinks I would be buſy. 
Pol. So would J, 
Not loiter out my life at home, and know 
No farther than one proſpect gives me leave. 

Acaſt. Buſy your minds then, ſtudy arts and men; 
Learn how to value Merit, though in rags, 

And ſcorn a proud ill-manner'd Knave in office. 
Enter Serina. 

Scr. My Lord, my father! 

Acafſt. Bleſſings on my child, 

My little cherub, what baſt thou to aſk me? 

Ser, I bring yoa, Sir, moſt glad and welcome news ; 
The young Chamont, whom you've ſo often wiſh'd for, 
Is juſt arriv'd, and entering. 

Acaſt, By my ſoul, 

And all my | honours, he's moſt dearly welcome: 
Let me receive him like his father's friend, 

Enter Chamont. 
Welcome, thou relict of the beſt lov'd man: 
Welcome from all the turmoils, and the hazards 
Of certain danger, and uncertain Fortune; 
Welcome as happy tiding after fears, 

Cham. Words wou'd but wrong the gratitude I owe 
ou : 

| Shou'd I ee to ſpeak, my ſoul's ſo full, 
That! ſhould talk of nothing elſe all day. 

Euter Monimia. 

Mon. My brother ! 

Cham, O my ſiſter! let me hold thee 
Long in my arms. I've not beheld thy face 
Theſe many days; by night Pve often ſeen thee 
In gentle dreams, and ſatisfy'd my ſoul 
With fancy'd joys, 'till morning cares awak'd me. 
Another ſiſter! ſure it muſt be fo ! 

Though I remember well I had but one: 
But I feel ſomething in my heart that prompts, 
And tells me ſhe has claim and intereſt there.” 

Acaſt. Young Soldier, you've not only ſtudy'd war, 
Courtſhip, I ſee, has been your practice too, 
And may not prove unwelcome to my daughter, 


Cham. | 


if JJC 13 
* Cham. Is ſhe your daughter! then my heart told true, 
And I am at leaſt her brother by adoption: 

For you have made yourſelf to me a e 

And, by that patent, | have leave to love her. 

Ser. Monimia, thou haſt told me men are falſe, 

Will flatter, feign, and make an art of love: 

Is Chamont ſo ? no, ſure, he's more than man, 

Something that's near divine, and truth dwells in him, 
Acaſt. Thus happy, who wou'd envy pompous pow'r, 

The luxury of courts, or wealth of cities? 

Let there be joy thro” all the houfe this day ! 

In ev'cy room let plenty flow at large! 

I tt is the birth-day of my royal Matter { 

You have not viſited the Court, Chamont, 

Since your return? | 
Cha. I have no bus neſs there; 

I have not flavith temperance enough 

T' attend a favourite's heels, and watch his ſmiles, 

Bear an ill office done me to my face, 

And thank the lord that wrong'd me for his favour. 
Acaft, This you could do. [To His: ſonn. 
Ca. I'd ſerve my Prince. 

Acaſt. Who'd ſerve him? 
Caf. I would, my lord. 
Pol. And I: both would. 

Acaſt. Away! 8 

He needs not any ſervant ſuch as you: 

Serve him! he merits mere than man can do 

He is ſo good, praiſe cannot ſpeak his worth: 

So merciful, ſure he ne'er ſlept in wrath! 

So juſt, that were he but a private man, | 

He cou'd not do a wrong! How wou'd you ſerve him? 
Caf. I'd ſerve him with my fortune here at home, 
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And ſerve him with my perſon in his wars : 
Watch for him, fight for him, bleed for him. 

ky Pol. Die for him, 

Ass ev'ry true-born loyal ſabje ought. | 
> A4cafe. Let me embrace ye both! now by the ſouls 
bug Of my brave anceſtors, I'm truly happy! 


For this be ever bleſt my marriage day 
Bleſt be your mother's memory that bore you 1 a 
| C | nd 
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And doubly bleſt be' that auſpicious hour 
That gave ye birth!! - 
Enter Nees 
Scr. My lord, tht expected: gueſts are joſt ee. 
Acoft, Go you, and give *em welcome and reception. 
[ Ex. 
Cha, My lord, I ſtand in need of your aſſiſtance, 
In ſomething that concerns my peace and honour. 
Acaſt. Spoke like the ſon of that brave man I lov'd 2 
So freely, friendly we convers'd together. 
What'er it be, with confidence 1mpart it, 
Thou ſhalt command my fortune and my ſword. 
Cham, I dare not doubt your friendſhip nor your juſtice, 
Your bounty ſhewn to what 1 hold moſt dear, 
My Orphan Siſter mult no be forgotten 
Acaſt. Prithee no more of that, it grates my nature. 
Cham. When our dear parents dy'd, they dy'd together, 
One fate ſurpris'd em, and one grave receivd em; 
My father with his dying breath bequeath'd 
Her to my love: my mother, as ſhe lay 
Languiſhing by him, call'd me to her fide, 
Took me in her fainting arms, wept and embrac'd me ; 
Then preſs'd me cloſe, and as the obſery'd my tears, 
Kiſs'd them away: ſaid ſhe, Chamont, my ſon, 
By this, and all the love I ever ſhew?d thee, 
Be careful of Monimia ; watch her youth ; 
Let not her wants betray her to diſhonour : 
Perhaps kind Heav'n may raiſe ſome friend. Then ſigh'd, 
Kiſs'd me again; ſo bleſs'd us, and expir'd. 
Pardon my grief. 
Acaſt. It ſpeaks an honeſt nature. 
Cham. The friend Heav'n rais'd was you, you took 
her up 
An infant, to the deſart World expos . 
And prov'd another parent. 
Acæſt. Pve not wrong'd her. 
Cham. Far be it from my fears. 
Acaß. Then why this COTS f 
Cham. My lord, my nature's jealous, and you'll 
Acaſt. Go on. [bear it. 
Cham. Great ſpirits bear misfortunes hardly: 
Good offices claim gratitude; and pride, 
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Where pow'r is wanting, will uſurp a little, 

And make us (rather tian be thought vehind-bend) 

Pay over- price. 

Acaft, I cannot gueſs. your drift: 

Diſtruſt you me? 

Cham. No, but I fear her weakneſs 

May make her pay her debt at any rate; | 

And, to deal freely with your lordfhip's goodneſs, 

I've heard a ſtory lately: much diſturbs: me. | 
Acaſt. Then firſt change her! and if th' oftence be 

found 

Within my reach, tho' it ſhould touch my nature, 

In my own offspring, by the dear remembranee 

Of thy brave father, whom my heart rejoic'd in, 

Pd proſecute it with ſevereſt vengeance. EXCH» 
Cham. I thank you from my ſoul, 
Mon, Alas my brother | | 

What have I done ? and why do you abuſes; me ? 

My heart quakes in me; in your ſettled face, 

And clouded brow, methinks I ſee my fate; 

You will not kill me! 

Cham. Prithee, why doſt thou talk ſo ? 
Men. Look kindly on me then: I cannot bear 

Severity; it daunts, and does amaze me; 

My heart's fo tender, ſhould you charge me rough, 

F ſhould but weep, and anſwer you with: Ria ; 

But uſe me gently like a loving brother, 

And ſearch through all the ſecrets of my foul, 

Cham, Fear nothing, I will ſhew myſelf a brother, 

A tender, honeſt, and a loving brother: 

You've not forgot our Father ? 

Mon. I never ſhall. 
Cham. Then you'll remember too, he was a man 

That liv'd up to the ſtandard of his Honour, 


And priz'd that jewel more than mines of wealth: 


He'd not have done a ſhameful thing but once, f 
Tho' kept: in darkneſs from the world, and hidden, 
He could not have forgiv'n it to himfelf. „ 
This was the only Portion that he leſt us; 
And I more glory in't, than if poſſeſt 
Of all that ever Fortune threw on fools, 
*I'was a large truſt, and muſt be manag'd nicely : 

£53 Now 


Now if, by any chance, Monimia, | 
You have ſoil'd this gem, and taken from its value, 
How will you account with me? 
Mon. 1 challenge Envy, 
Malice, and all the practices of Hell, 
To cenſure all the actions of my paſt 
Unhappy life, and taint me if they can!. 
Cam. II! tell thee then: three nights ago, as ] 
Lay muſing in my bed, all darkneſs round me, 
A ſudden damp ſtruck to my heart, cold ſweat 
Dew'd all my face, and trembling ſeiz'd my limbs : 
My.bed ſhook under me, the curtain ſtarted, 
And to my tortur'd fancy there appear'd 
The form of thee, thus beauteous as thou art; 
Thy garments flowing looſe, and in each hand 
A wanton lover, which by turns careſs'd thee 
With all the freedom of unbounded pleaſure : 
J ſnatch'd my ſword, and in the very moment 
Darted it at the phantom, ſtrait it left me: 
Then roſe and calld for lights, when, O dire omen ' 
I found my weapon had the arras pierc'd, 
Juſt where that famous tale was interwoven, 
How the unhappy Theban flew his father. 
Mon. And for this cauſe my virtue is ſuſpeQed ! 
Becauſe in dieams your fancy has been ridden, 
I muit be tortur'd waking ! 
Cham, Have a care ; 
Labour not to be juſtify*d too faſt : 
Hear all, and then let Juſtice hold the ſcale. 
What follow'd was the riddle that confounds me: 
Through a cloſe lane, as I purſu'd my journey, 
And meditating on the laſt night's viſion, 
I ſpy'd a wrinkled Hag, with age grown double, . 
Picking dry ſticks, and mumbling to herſelf ; 
Her eyes with ſcalding rheum were gall'd and red: 
Cold palſy ſhook her head, her hand ſeem'd wither'd, 
And on her crooked ſhoulders had ſhe wrapt 
The tatter'd remnant of an old firip'd hanging, 
Which ſerv'd to keep her carcaſs from the cold; 
So there was nothing of a piece about her : 
Her lower weeds were all o'er coarſely patch'd 
With diF'rent colour'd rags, black, red, whate, 1 
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And ſeem'd to ſpeak variety of wretchedneſs : 
J aſk'd her of the way, which ſhe inform'd me; 
Then crav'd my charity, and bad me haſten 
To ſave a Siſter: at that word I ſtarted ! 

Mon. The common cheat of beggars every day [ 
They flock about our doors, pretend to gifts 
Of prophecy, and telling fools their fortunes, 

Cham. Oh! but ſhe told me ſuch a tale, Monimia,, 


As in it bore great circumſtance of truth: 


Caſtalio and Polydore, my ſiſter. 
Mon. Hah! 

Cam. What alter'd ! does your courage fail! 
Now by my father's ſoul, the witch was honeſt ; 
Anſwer me, if thou haſt not loſt to them 
Thy honour at a ſordid game? 

Mon, I will. 

I muſt, fo hardly my misfortune loads me, 

That both have offer'd me their loves moſt true. 
Cham, And ' tis as true too, they have both undone thees 
Mon. Though they both with earneſt vows 

Hare preſt my heart, if e'er in thought I yielded 

10 any but Caſtalio 
Cham. But Caſtalio? 67; 

Mon. Still will you croſs the line of my diſcourſe, 

Yes, I confeſs that he has won my ſoul 

By gen'rous love, and honourable vows ; 

Which he this day appointed to compleat, 

And make himſelf by holy marriage mine. 

Cham. Art thou then ſpotleſs ? haſt thou ſtill preſerv'd 

Thy virtue white, without a blot untainted * 

Mon. When I'm unchaſte may Heaven reject py 
pray'rs! ; 

Or more, to make me wretched, may you knoy it 
Cham. Oh then, Monimia, art thou dearer to me 

Than all the comforts ever yet bleſt man, | 

Bat let not marriage bait thee to thy ruin 

Truſt not a man: we are all by Nature falſe, 

Diſſembling, ſubtil, cruel, and uncenſtant: 

When a man talks of love, with -aution truſt him; 

But if he ſwears, he'll certainly deceive thee : 

.I charge thee, let no more Caſtalio ſoothe thee ; 

Avoid it as thou would'ſt >reſerve the peace 
| | „ 
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Of a poor brother, to whoſe ſoul th' art precious. by 
Mon, 1 will. wy 


Cham. Appear as cold, when next you meet, as great 


ones 5 
When Merit begs; then ſhalt thou ſee how ſoon I 
His heart will cool, and all his pains grow eaſy. [ Exit. 
Mon. Ves, l will try him; torture him ſeverely; ' 
For, © Caſtalio! thou too much halt wrong'd me, 15 
In leaving me to Polydore's ill uſage. 5 
He comes; and now, for once, O Love, ſtand neuter, 
Whilit a bard part's perform'd ! for I muſt? tempt, 
Wound his ſoft nature, tho* my heart akes for't. ( eil. 8 
Euter Caſtalio. 3 
Caf. Monimia, Monimia !— She's gone; 1 
And ſeem'd to part with anger in her eyes! Fi 
I am a fool, and ſhe has found my weakneſs : | 
She uſes me already like a ſlave 
Faſt bound in chains, to be chaſtis'd at will. A 
*T was not well done to trifle with my brother: A 
I might have truſted him with all the ſecret, $ 
'Open'd my filly heart, and fhewn it bear. 


But then he loves her too; but none like me: 1 
. I am a doating boneſt ſlave, deſign'd 8 
For bondage, marriage bonds, which I have ſworn Wy 


To wear: it is the only thing leber . 
Hid from his knowled e; and he'll ſure forgive 1 
The firſt mae end, of a wre:ched friend is 
Betray'd to love, and all its litile follies, £ 
Enter Poly dore, and Page at the door. 
Pol. Here place yourſelf, and watch my brother 
thoroughly : 8 
ff ke ſhould chance to meet Monim1a, make 
Juſt obſervation of cach word and action; 
Paſs not one circumitance without remark : 
vis. tis your office, do't, and bring me word, [Ex. Pol, 
Enter Monimia. 
Cafe, Monimia, my angel! *twas not kind 
To leave me like à turtle here alone, | os 
To droop and mourn the abſence of my mate. — 
When thou art from me every place is deſart, "Jy 
And J, methinks, am ſavage and forlorn: 


Thy preſence only (is can make me bleſt, _ 
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Heal my unquiet mind, and tune my ſoul.. 
Mon. O the bewitching tongues of faithleſs men! 


Tis thus the falſe Hyzna makes her moan 


To draw the pitying. traveller to her den: 

Your ſex are fo, ſuch falſe diſſemblers all: 

With ſighs and plaints y'entice poor womens hearts, 
And all that pity you, are made, your prey. 

Caſß. What means my love? Oh, how have I deſerv'd 
This language from the ſov'reign of my joys ! 

Stop, ſtop theſe tears, Monimia, for they 
Like baneful dew from a diſtemper d ſky, 
feel 'em chill me to the very heart. 

Man. Oh, you are falſe, Caftalio, moſt forſworn! 
Attempt no farther to delude my faith: 

My heart is fixt, and you ſhall ſhake*t no more. 
= ff. Who told you ſo ? what hell-bred villain durſt 
Viophane the ſacred buſineſs of my love? 

Men. Your brother, knowing on what terms I'm here, 
The unhappy object of your father's charity, 
Licentioutly diſcours'd to me of love, 

And durſt affornt me with his brutal paſſion. 

Ca/?. Tis l have been to blame, and only I; 
Falſe. to my brother, and unjuſt to thee. 

For, Oh! he loves thee too, and this day own'd it, 
Tax'd me with mine, and claim'd a right above me, 
Mon. And was your love fo very tame to ſhrink ; 

Or rather than loſe him, abandon me ? 

Ca/t. J, knowing him precipitate and raſh, 
To calm his heat, and to conceal my bappineſs, 
See m' d to comply with his unruly will; 
Talk'd as he talx'd, and granted all he aſk'd ; 
Leſt he in rage might have our loves betray'd, 
And ] for ever had Monimia loſt. 

Mon. Could you then? did you? can you own it too? 
"Twas poorly done, unworthy of yourſelf! 

And I can never think you meant me fair. 

Cali. Is this Monimia ? ſurely no! till now 
Lever thought her dove: like, ſoft, and kind. 

Who truſts ] his heart with woman's ſurely loſt : 
Yau were made fair on purpoſe to undo us, 
While Sreedily we ſnatch th alluring bait, Ang 
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 Eaftly ſoften'd when he would betray. 


And 1 ſhall ne'er recover peace again. 


- 


And ne'er diſtruſt the poiſon that it hides, 3 
Mon. When love ill-plac'd would find a means to bre. 
Caſt. It never wants pretences or excule. . 
Mon. Man therefore was a lord-like creature made, 
Rough as the winds and as inconſtant too: 
A lofty afpe& given him for command, 


Like conqu'ring tyrants, you our breaſts invade, 
Where you are pleas'd to forage for awhile; 
But ſoon you find new conqueſts out, and leave 
The ravag'd province ruinate and waſte. 

If fo, Caſtalio, you have ſerv'd my heart, 

I 6nd that deſolation's ſettled there, 


Cal. Who can hear this and bear an equal mind ? 
Since you will drive me from you, I muſt go: 
But, O Monimia ! when th” haſt banrſh'd me, 
No creeping ſlave, though tractable and- dull, 
As artful woman for her erds would chooſe, 


Shall ever dote as 1 have done: for, Oh! 1 


No tongue my pleaſures nor my pains can tell; 
*I is heaven to have thee, and without thee hell. 

Mon. Caſtalio! flay | we muſt not part. I find 

My rage ebbs out, and love flows in apace. 
Theſe little quarrels love muſt needs forgive, 
Oh! charm me with the muſig of thy tongue, 
I'm ne*er ſo bleſt as when I hear thy Ge, 

And liſten to the language of thy heart, 

Caft. Where am1! ſurely Paradiſe is round me! 
Sweets planted by the hand of Heav'n grow here; 
And every ſenſe is full of thy perfection. 1 
To hear thee ſpeak might calm a mad man's frenzy, 
Till by attention he forgot his ſorrows; 

But to behold thy eyes, th“ amazing beauties 

Might make him rage again with love, as I do. 

Thou Nature's whole perfection in one piece | 

Sure, framing thee Heaven took unuſual care, 

And its own beauty has deſign'd thee fair, c 

And form'd thee by the beſt lov? angel there, 
VEIL IL Oy "2 l [Exeunt, 
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ACT III. SCENE a gardin. 


4 Enter Polydore and Page. | 
2e. E R E they ſo kind? Expreſs it to me afl 
A In words, twill make me think I faw it too. 
7 Page. At firſt I thought they had been mortal foes : 
Monimia rag'd, Caſtalio grew aiſturb'd : ; 
Each thought the other wrong'd; yet both ſo haughty, 
? . They ſcorn'd ſubmiſſion, though Love all the while 
The rebel play'd, and ſcarce could be contain'd. 
Pol, But what ſucceeded ? 
Page. Oh, *twas wond'rous pretty! 
For of a ſudden all the ſtorm was paſt : 
A gentle calm of Love ſucceeded it: 
Monimia figh'd and bluſh'd, Caſtalio ſwore ; 
As you, my lord, I well remember, did 
> To my young fiſter in the orange grove, 
When I was firſt preferr'd to be your page. 
Pol. Happy Caſtalio! Now, by my great ſoul, 
M' amhitious ſoul, that languiſhes to glory, 
I'll have her yet; by my bel hopes, I will, 
She ſhall be mine, in fpite of all her arts. 
But for Caſtalio why was I refus'd ? 
Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul play ? 
Traduc'd my honour ? Death ! he durſt not do't. 
It muſt be ſo: we parted, and he met her, 
Half to compliance brought by me; ſarpriz'd. 
Her thinking virtue, till ſhe yielded quite: 
So poachers baſely pick up tired game, 
While the fair hunter's cheated of his prey.. 
Boy ! | . 
Page. My lord! | 
Pol. Go to your chamber, and prepare your lute ;. 
> - Find out ſome ſong to pleaſe. me, that deſcribes 
= Womens' hypocriſies, their ſubtil wiles, 
Betraying ſmiles, feign'd tears, inconſtancies: 
Their painted outfides, and corrupted minds; 
The ſum of all their follies, and their falſhoods, 
| Enter Servants. — 5 
Serv. Oh the unhappy'it tidings tongue e'er told! 
Pol. The matter 
— Scxv. Oh! your father, my good maſter, 
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As with his gueſts he fat in mirth rais'd high, 
And cbas'd the goblet round the joyful board, 
A ſudden trembling ſeiz'd on all his limbs; 
His eyes diſtorted grew: his viſage pale: 
His ſptech' forſook him; life itſelf ſeem'd fled, 
And all his friends are waiting now about him. 
Enter Acaſlo leaning on tavo. 
Acaff. Support me; give me air: I'll yet recover. 
T'was but a flip decaying Nature made; 
For ſhe grows weary near her journey's end. 
Where are my ſons ? Come near, my Polydore !: 
Your brother! where's Caſtalio ? 
Ser. My lord, | 
I've fearch'd, as you commanded, all the houſe ! 
He and Monimia are not to be found, 


Aeaſl. Not to be found! then where are all my friend: ? 


"Tis well: 
I hope they'll. pardon an unhappy fault 
My unmannerly infirmity has made! 
Death could. not come in a more welcome hour 
For I'm prepar'd to meet him; and, methinks, 
Would live and, die with all my friends about me. 
| Enter Caſtalio. 
Cat. Angels preſerue my deareſt father's life 
Bleſs it with long uninterrupted days! 
Oh! may he live till Time itſelf decay, 
Till good men wiſh him dead, or þ offend him! 
Acaſi. Thank you, Caſtalio: give me both your hands, 
And bear me up: l'd walk: ſo, now, methinks, 
J appear as great as Hercules himſelf, 
Supported by the pillars he had rais'd.. 
Cat. My lord your chaplain. 
Acaft.. Let the good man enter. 
a Enter Chaplain. | | 
Chap. Heav'n guard your lordſhip, aud reftore your 
. health! Te | | 
Arat. 1 have provided for thee, if I die : 
No fawning ! *tis a ſcandal to thy office. 
My ſons, as thus united, ever hve ; 
And for th' eſtate, you'll find, when I am dead, 
I have divided it betwixt you both, 
Equally parted, as you ſhar'd-my ve: 
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Only to ſweet Monimia ve bequeath'd 


Ten thouſand crowns ; a little portion for her, 

o wed her honourably, as ſhe's born. 

B: not leſs friends becauſe you're brothers. 

| Enter Serina. 

Ser. My father 

Acaſt. My heart's darling ! 

= Ser, Let my knees 

Fix to the earth. Neer let my eyes ive reſt, 

But wake and weep, till Heav'n reſtore my father, 
Act. Riſe to my arms, and thy kind pray'rs are 
i anſwer'd. 

A or thou'rt a wond'rous extract of all goodneſs. 
Bern for my joy, and no pain's felt when near thee, 
*Chamont ! 


* 


1 * 


Enter Chamont. 
' Cham. My lord, may't prove not an unlucky omen 
Many I ſee are wafting round about you, 
And I am come to aſk a bleſſing too. 
Acaſt. May'ſt thou be happy! 
bam. Where ? 
Acafß. In all thy wiſhes. 
Cham., Confirm me ſo, and make this Fair- one mine: 
I am unpractis'd in the trade of courtſhip, 
And know not how to deal love out with art: 
2} Onſers 4 in love ſeem beſt like thoſe in war, 
22 Fierce, reſolute, and done with all the force; 
4 So I would open my whole heart at once, 
3 f pur out the abundance of my ſoul, 
Acaſt. What ſays Serina? Canſt Aae love a ſoldier? 
5 one born to honour, and to honovr bred ? 

One that has learnt to treat e 'en foes with kindneſs; 
To wrong no good man's fame, nor praiſe himſelf ? 
4 Ser. Oh ! name not Love, for that's ally'd to Joy, 
And joy mult. be a ſtranger to my heart, 

When you're in danger, May Chamoat's good- fortune 
Render him lovely to ſome happier maid ! 
Whilſd I at friendly diſtance ſee him bleſt, 
3 Praiſe the kind Gods, an wonder at his virtues. 
Acaft. Chamont, puriue her, conquer, and 9 Mets 


1 And, as my ſon, a third of all my fortune | 

Shall be thy lot. | 

3 a keep thy eyes from wand'ring, man of frailty, 
Beware 
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Beware the dangerous beauty of the wanton, 
Shun their enticements: Ruin, like a vulture, 
Waits on their conqueſts : falſhood too's their buſineſs, 
They put falſe beauty off to all the world, 
Uſe falſe endearments to the fools that love 'em, 
And when they marry, to their ſilly huſbands 
They bring falſe virtue, broken fame and fortune. 
Mon. Hear ye that, my lord ? 
Pol. Yes, my fair monitor,old men always talk thus. 
Acaſ?, Chamont, you told me of ſome doubts that 
.preſs*d you: 
Are you yet ſatisfy'd that I'm your friend ? 
Cham. My lord, I would not loſe that ſatis faction 
For any bleſſing I could wiſh for: 
As to my fears, already I have loſt em: 
They ne'er ſhall vex me more, nor trouble you. 
Acaſt. | thank you. Daughter, you mult do ſo too. 
My friends, *tis late : 25 | 
Now my diſorder ſeems all paſt and over, 
And l, methinks, begin to feel new health. 
Caſt. Would you but reſt, it might reſtore you quite. 
Acaſt. * to bed; old men muſt humour weak- 
neſs . 5 
Loet me have muſic then, to lull and chaſe 
This melancholy thought of death away. 
Good-night, my friends! Heav'n ard ye all! Good- 
night ! 
To-morrow "6,0 we'll ſalute the day, 
Find out new pleaſures, and redeem loſt time. 
| _ [Exeunt all but Chamont and Chaplain, 
- Chan, Hiſt, hilt, Sir Gravity, a word with you. 
Chap, With me, Sir! a 
Cham, If you're at leiſure, Sir, we'll waſte an hour: 
*Tis yet too ſoon to ſleep, and *twill be charity 
To lend your converſation to a ſiranger, 
Chap. Sir, you're a ſoldier ? 
Cham. Yes, 
Chap. I love a ſoldier : f 
And bad been one myſelf, but that my parents 
Would make me what you ſee me: yet I'm honeſt, 
For all I wear black, | 
Cham. And that's a wonder, 
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Have you had long dependance on this family ? 
 # Chap. I have not thought it ſo, becauſe my times 
': = Spent pleaſantly. My lord's not hattghty nor imperious, 
Nor I gravely whimſical ; he has good nature, 
And I have manners: 
n * ons too are civil to me, becauſe 
I d not prggend to be wiſer than they are; 
71 6079 1th no man's bufineſs but my own ; 1 
I riſe in a morning early, ſtudy moderately, 
Eat and drink cheerfully, live foberly, 
Take my innocent pleaſures freely; 
So meet with reſpe&, and am not the jeſt of the family. 
Cham. I'm glad you are ſo happy. - 
2 pleaſant fellow this, and may be uſeful. [Af 
2 Knew you my father, the old Chamont ? | 
' Chap. I did, and was moſt ſorry when we loſt him. 
Cham. Why, didſt thou love him ? 
Ghap, Ev'ry. body lov'd him ; beſides he Was - my | 
maſter*s friend, 
Cham. I could embrace thee for that very notion. 
If thou didſt love my father, I could think 
Thou woud'ſt not be an enemy to me. 
Chap. I can be no man's foe. 
Cham. Then prythee tell me, 
Think'ſt thou the lord Caſtalio loves my liter ? 


Je 
1 


N Chap. Love ow ſiſter ! | 85 
Cham. Ay, love her! 5 
Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has wrong' d 

Fer. [lay 


Cham. How wrong'd her? have a care, for this may 
A ſcene of miſchief to undo us all, 
But tell me, wrong'd her! ſaidſt thou? 
Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. | 
> Cham. This is a ſecret worth a mondrch's fortune: 
What ſhall I give thee for't! thou dear phyſician 
Of ſickly fouls, unfold this riddle to me, 
And comfort mine 
= Chap. I would hide nothing from you aus. 
= _ Cham, By the reverenc'd ſoul 
Of that great honeſt man that gave me being, 
Lell me but what thou know'ſt concerns my "honour. y 
And if &er I reveal it to thy wrong, ache 
© D | h May 
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May this good ſword ne'er de me right in battle! 


May I ne'er know that bleſſed peace of mind, 
That dwells in good and pious men like thee! 


Chap. I ſee your temper's mov'd, and Imill truſt you. 


Cham, Wilt thou? | 

Chap. I will; but if it ever *ſcape you 

Cham. It never ſhall. | Wc SON, 

Chap. Then this good day, when all the houſè was buſy, 
When mirth and kind rejoicing fill'd each room, 
As | was walking in the grove, I met them. 


Cham. What! met them in the grove together? tell me 


How, walking, ſtanding, ſitting, lying, hah! 
Chap. I, by her own appointment, met them there, 


Receiv'd their marriage-vows, and join'd their hands. 


Cham. How! marry'd 2 
Chap. Yes, Sir. 
Chap. Then my ſoul's at peace: 
But why would you ſo long delay to give it ? | 
Chap. Not knowing what reception it may find 
With old Acaſto; may be I was too cautivus 
To truſt the ſecret from me. 
Cham. What's the cauſe 5 
I cannot gue's, though 'tis my ſiſter's honour, 
I do not like this marriage, | / 
Huddled i' the dark, and done at too much venture 
The buſineſs looks with an unlucky face. 
Keep ſtill the ſecret ; for it ne'er ſhall *fcape me, 
Not ev'n to them, the new-match'd pair. Farewell. 


Believe my truth, and know me for thy friend. [ Exeun?. 


; Euter Caſtalio a Monimia. 
Ca. Young Chamont and the chaplain! ſure ris they 
No matter what's contriv'd, or Who conſulted, 
Since my Monimia's mine; though this ſad look 
Seems no good boding omen to her bliſs ; 
Fife prithee tell me why that look caſt down ? 
Why that ſad ſigh as if thy heart was breaking? 
Mon. Caſtalio, I am thinking what we've done: 
The heavenly Powers were ſure difpleas'd to-day ; 
For at the ceremony as we ſtood, 
And as your hand was kindly join'd with mine; 
As the good prieſt pronounc'd the ſacred words, 
Paſſion grew big, and I could not forbear, _ 


Tears drown'd my eyes, and trembling ſeiz'd my foul. 
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My brother wand'ring too ſo late this way ? 
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What ſhou'd that mean? 
Caſt. Oh, thou art tender al} ! 


= Gentle and kind as ſymphathiſing Nature! 


But wherefore do I dally with my bliſs ? 
The night's far ſpent, and day draws on apace: 


To bed, my love, and wake till I come thither. 


Pol. So hot, my brother? {Polydore at he Deer, 
Mon. Twill be impoſſible : 


Tou know your father's chamber's next to mine, 
= And the leaſt noiſe will certainly alarm lim, 


Caft. Impoſſible ? impoſſible ? alas! . 


ot poſſible to live one hour without thee ? 


Mon. Tis but one night, my lord; I pray be rul'!, 
Caſt. Try if th'aſt power to ſtop a flowing tide, 


Or in a tempeſt make the feas be calm; 

And when that's done IH conquer my deſires : 
No more, my blefling | What ſhall be the ſign ? 
= When ſhall I come? for to my joys I'll ſteal, 
As if I neer had paid my freedom for them. 


Mon. I uſt three ſoft ſtrokes upon the chamber door; 


3 And at that ſignal you ſhall gain admittance : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt word; for if you ſhou'd, 


"Tis ſurely heard, and all will be betray'd. 

Cat. Oh ! doubt it not, Monimia ; our joys 
Shall be as filent as the ecſtatic bliſs 
Of ſouls, that by intelligence converſe ; 
Immortal pleaſures ſhall our ſenſes drown, | 
Thought ſhall be loſt, and every power diſſolv'd! 
Away, my love! 
J long for that to come, yet grudge each minute paſt. 
; [Exit Mons 


Pol. Caſtalio ! | 
Caſt. My Polydore, how doſt thou? 


How does our father? is he well recover'd ? 


Pol. 1 left him happily repos'd to reſt: 


He's {till as gay as if his life was young. 


But how does fair Monimia ? 


# Ca/!, Doubtleſs well: 


A cruel 1 with her conqueſt pleas'd 
J always joyful; and her mind in health: 


Pol. Is the the fame Monimia ſtill ſhe was? 


ay we not hope ſhe's made of mortal mould? 
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Caf. She's not woman elſe: 
Tho' I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping 3 3 
We've in a barren dejart ſtray'd too long. | 
Pol. Yet may relief be unexpected found, 
And Love's ſweet manna cover al] the field. 
Met ye to- day? | 
C. No; ſhe has ſtill avoided me: 
Hier brother too is jealous of her grown, 
And has been hinting ſomethin g to my father; 
I wiſh I'd never meddled with the matter: 
And wou'd enjoin thee, Polydore: 
Pol, To what? 
Cat. To leave this peeviſh Beauty to herſelf. 
Pol. What quit my Love? as ſoon I'd quit my poſt | 
In fight, and like a coward run away. 
No, by my ſtars, 111 chace her till ſhe yields 
To me, or meets her reſcue in another, | $ 
Caf. Nay, ſhe has beauty that might ſhake the leagues | J 
Of mighty kings. and ſet the world at odds; 7y 
Hut I haye wond'rous reaſons on my fide, 
That wou'd perſuade thee, were they known, 
Pal. Then ſpeak 'em: 
What are they ? Came ye to her window here 
To learn 'em now? Caſtalio, have a care ; 
Uſe honeſt dealing with a friend and brother, 
Believe me, I'm not with my love ſo blinded, 
But I can diſcern your purpoſe to abuſe me: 
Quit your pretences to her, 
Caf, Grant I do; | 
You loye capitulations, Polydore, 
And but upon conditions would oblige me. 
Pol. You ſay you've reaſons; why are they conceal'd + 
Caſt. To- morrow I may tell you. 
- 40 Pals Why nat noa? 
% Cafe.” It is a matter of ſuch circumſtance, 
As I muſt well conſult-ere I reveal. 
But prythee ceaſe to think I wou'd abuſe thee, 
5 »Tili more be known. 
Pol. When you, Caſtalio, ceaſe 
To meet Monimia unknown to me, 
And then deny it laviſhly, I'Il ceaſe 
- To think Caftalio faithleſs to his friend : 
Did 1 dot ſee Fon part this very moment? 
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2 He little thinks I've over- heard th' appointment: 
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Cap. It ſeems you've watch'd me then ? 


7 | Pol. ] ſcorn the office. 
Z Caf. Piythee avoid a thing thou may'lt repent. 


Pol. That is henceforth making leagues with you. 
Caft. Nay, if ye're angry, Polydore, good-night. [ Ex. 
Pol. Good-night, Caſtalio, if ye're in ſuch haſte. 
But to his chamber's gone to wait awhile, 
Then come and take poſſeſſion of my love: 
= This is the utmoſt point of all my hopes; 
Or now ſhe mull, or never can be mine. 
Oh! for a means now how to counterplot, 
And diſappoint this happy elder brother: 
In ev*ry thing we do or undertake,, 


le ſoars above me, mount what height I can,. 


And k-eps the ſtart he got of me in birth. 

be Cordelio! Euter Page. 

Page. My lord! 

Pol. Come hither, boy! 

Ihou haſt a pretty forward lying face, 

And may'tt in time expect preferment; canſt thou 

== Pretend to ſecrecy, cajole and Ratter: 

Thy maſter's follies, and aſſiſt his pleaſures ? 
Page. My lord, I could do any thing for you, 

And ever be a very faithful boy, | 

= Command, whate'er's your pleaſure I'll obſerve ; + 

Be it to run, or watch, or to convey | 

A letter to a beauteous lady's boſom ; 

At leaſt, Lam not dull, and ſoon ſhould learn. 

Pol. *Tis pity then thou ſhould'ſt not be employ'd. 

So to my brother, he is in his chamber now. 


* © Undrefling, and preparing for his reſt ; 


2 

Find out ſome means to keep him up awhile: 
Tell him a pretty ſtory that may pleaſe 
His ear: invent a tale, no matter what: 
If he ſhould aſk of me, tell I'm gone 


1 
1 
3,44 


4 Or if he chance to walk again this way, . 
him, but ſeem fond | 
'D3 | To 
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To do him little er of ſervice. 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend bim; then 
Retire, and wait till I come in. Away: 
Succeed in this, and be employ'd again. 
Page. Doubt not, my tors: he has been always kind 
To me; ; woald often ſet me on his knees, 
Then give me ſweet- meats, call me pietty boy, 
And afk me what the maids talk'd of at nights. 


Pol. Run quickly Wenz and proſp*rous be thy wiſnes. 


[ Exit Page. 
Here I'm alone, and fit for miſchief 5; now 


To cheat his brother, will't be honeſt that ? 
I heard the ſign ſhe ordered him to give. 
Oh for the art of Proteus but to change 
Th” unhappy Polydore to bleſt Caſtalio! 


She not ſo well acquainted with him yet, | 2 


But I may fit her arms as well as he. 
Then when I'm happily poſſeſt of more 
Than ſenſe can think, all looſen'd into joy, 


To hear my diſappointed bruther come, = 


And give unregarded ſignal ; Oh! 

What a malicious pleaſure will that be! 

Juſt three ſoft ſtrokes againſt the chamber door, 
But ſpeak not the leaſt word, for if you ſhould, 


It's rocky heard, and we are both betray d. A 


How I adore a miſtteſs that contrives 
With care to lay the buſineſs of her joys ! 
One that has wit to charm the very foul! 
And give a double reliſh to delight! 
Bleſt Heav'ns, aſſiſt me but in this dear hour, 
And my kind ſtars be but pre pitions now, pe. 8 
Diſpoſe of me hereafter as you pleaſe ! | 9 
Monimia! Monimia! [lives the gn. 
[Maid at'the wikdow.] Who? 5 there „ ˙ 
Pol. I is I. . 


Maid. My lord Caſtalio: . bi 
Pol. The ſame 5 4.9 « | "4 
How does my love, wy den Monimia ? * 
Maid. Oh! Mane nn 2 
She wonders much at woke aakind ir; "3 'D 
You've ftaid ſo long that at each little noiſe 1 
The wind but makes, ſhe aſks if you coming. * 


Pal. Tell her * e let the door be open'd. # 
| [Maid des cenad. I 
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Nov boaſt, Caſtalio, 88 now and tell 
A  byſelf ſtrange ſtories of a Ppromis'd bliſs ! 
F: [Te door unlolta. 
5 1t opens: Ha! what means my trembling fei! | 
1 Limbs, do your office, and ſupport. me well, | 
"P Bear me to her, then fail me if you Call. [Exzt. 
Enter Caſtalio and Page. | era 
A Indeed, my lord, 'twill be a lovely morning 5: 
Pray let us Font. © 
e. Coft. Go, you're an idle pratler, 
ll ſtay at home to-morrow ; if your lord | 
23 Thinks fit, he may command my hounds : go leave me, 
I ͤmuſt to bed. | | 
Page. III wait upon your lordſhip, - | 
If vou think fit, and ſing you to repoſe, _ 
Ca. No, my kind boy, the Night is too far waſted ; 
1 My tenſes are quite diſrob'd of thought, 
And ready all with me to go to reſt. 
i Good-night: commend me to my brother, 
2 Page. Oh! 
= You never heard the laſt new ſong I learn'd ; 
It is the fineſt, prettieſt ſong indeed, g 
F Of my lord and my lady, you know who, that were 
| caught 
A Together, you know where. M:y lord, indeed it is. 
C4... You muſt be Whipt, youngſter, Nl get ſuch 
| ſongs as thoſe are. 
What means this boy's impertinence to-night ? 
Tage. Why, what mult [I ſing, pray, my dear loid? 
Caſt. Pſalms, child, pſalms. 
= Page. O dear me! boys that goto ſchool learn pſalms; 
But pages, that are better bred, ling lampoons. | 
C,. Well, leave me; I'm weary. 
ws Page. Oh! but you promiſed me, laſt time I told you 
what colour my lady Monimia's ſtockings were of, and 
= that ſhe garter'd them above knee, that you would give 
me a little horſe to go a hunting upon, ſo you did. PII 
tell you no more forles, 1 you keep your word with 
e. e ene ene Tow 
Caſt, Well, go, you. trifler, aud to-morrow aſk me. 
Page. Indeed; my. lord, I can't abide to leave Me] : 
Cafe, Whyy wert chou inftrugted to attend me ? 


% 


Page. 


„ THE ORPHA w. 
Page. No, no, indeed, my lord, I was not : 


But, I know what I know. 3 [mean [ M 


* 


Cali. What doſt thou know ? death! what can all this 


Page. Oh ! I know who loves ſomebody. 
Ca. What's that to me, boy? * 
Page. Nay, I know who loves you too. 


Ca. That's a wonder] prithee tell it me. 


Page. "Tis —*tis—1 know who—but will 
You give me the horſe then? 
Ci. I will, my child. 


Poge. It is my Lady Monimia, look you, but don't | 


you tell her I told you: ſhe'll give me no more play- 

things then. I heard her ſay fo, as ſhe lay a bed, man. 
Caft, Talk'd ſhe of me when in her bed, Cordelio ? 
Page. Ves; and I fung her the ſong you made too 

And ihe did fo ſigh, and look with her eyes; 

And her breaſts did ſo lift up and down, I could have 

found in my heart to have bear em, for they made me 

aſham'd, 
Caft. Hark! What's that noiſe ? 

Take this, be gone, and leave me. 

You knave, you little flatterer, get you gone. [ Za. Page. 

Surely it was a noiſe, hiſt l—only fancy. 

For all is huſk'd, as Nature were retir'd, 

So much ſhe from her work appears to ceaſe, 

And ev*ry warring element's at peate ; 

All the wild Herds are in the coverts couch'd: ;; 

The Fiſhes to their bank or ouze repair'd, 

And to the murmurs of the waters ſleep; 

The feeling Air's at reſt, and feels no noiſe; 

Except of ſome ſoft breaths among the trees, 

Rocking the harmleſs Birds to reſt upon 'em 

Tis now that, guided by my Love, [ ga 

To take poſſe ſſion of Monimia's arms. 


Sure i'olydore's by this time gone to bed. 


At midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untrack'd, 
To make a viſit to his hoarded gold, 
And feaſts his eyes upon the ſhining mammon. ¶Knoc la. 


She hears me not; ſure ſhe already ſleeps, 2 
Her wiſlies could not brook. ſo long delay, way 
And her poor heart has beat itſelf to reſt [[Knocks, 
Once more—— * en eee. 


Maid, - 


his 


Maid. Who's there? 
hat comes thus rudely to diſlurb our reſt ? 


Ca. Tis I. 

Maid. Who are you? what's your name? 
Caf. Suppoſe the Lord Caſtalio. 
Maid. I know you not. 

The Lord Caſtalio has no buſi neſs here. 

Caſt. Hah ! have a care! what can this mean? 
Whoe er thou art, I charge thee to Monimia fly: 
Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my doom. 

1 | Maid. Whoe're you are, ye may repent this outrage : 

My Lady muſt not be diſturb'd. Good-night! 

z Caſt. She muſt ! tell her ſhe ſhall! go, I'm in haſte ! 

And bring her tidings from the ſtate of Love; 

Z Th are all in conſultation met together, 

How to reward my truth, and crown her vows. 
+ Maid. Sure the man's mad | 
C,. Or this will make me ſo ; 

1 Obey me, or, by all the wrongs I ſuffer, 
n cale the window, and come in by force, 
© Let the ſad conſe uence be what it will ! 
\ This creature's trifling folly makes me mad 1! 

Maid. My Lady's anſwer 1s, you may depart : 
She ſays ſhe knows you: you are Polydore, | 
Sent by Caſtalio, as you were to-day, 

1 affront and do her violence again. 

Caf. I'll not believe't. 

Maid. You may, Sir. 

= Caf. Curſes bia thee! 

Maid. Well, *tis a fine cool ev 'ning! and I hope 
May cure the raging fever in your blood'! 

2»= Good-night ! 

Cafe. And farewell all that's juſt in woman! 
This is contriv d, a ftudied trick to abuſe 
My eaſy nature, and torment my mind! 
Death ard torment ; 
lis impudence to think my ſoul will bear it! 
Oh! I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my hair! 
Tiis well, Monimia, that thy empire” ſhort! . 
X Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow come, 
And try if all thy arts appeaſe my wrong; 

Till 4 5 be this deteſted place my bed, [Lies 40 1. 


Where I will ruminate on woman's ills ; 


— 
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Laugh at myſelf, and curſe th“ inconſtant ſex : 

Faithleſs Monimia | O Monrmia ! 2 
a | Euter Erneſto, 
Ern. Either | 


My ſenſe has been deluded, or this way 
E heard the ſound of Sorrow; 'tis late night, 
And none whoſe minds at peace would wander now. A 
Caſt. Who's there? 
Ern. Caſtalio! My Lord, why in thts poſture, 8 
Stretch*d on the ground ? your honeſt true old ſervant, 
| Your poor Erneſto, cannot ſee you thus, 1 
Riſe, I beſeech you. 8 
Caft. If thou art Erneſto, 
As by thy honeſty thou ſcem'ſt to be, 
Once leave me to my folly, BET 
Ern. I can't leave you, 
And not the reaſon known of your diſorders. 
Remember how, when young, I in my arms i 
Have often borne you, pleas d you in your pleaſures, 
And ſoughtan early ſhare in you affection: 
Do not diſcard me now, but let me ſerve you. 
- Caff. Thou canſt not ſerve me. 
Era. Why 5. 
Caſt. Becauſe my thoughts 
Are full of woman; thou, poor wretch, are paſt em. 
Eru. | hate the ſex. + | _ 
Caft.. Then I'm thy friend, Erneſto ! [Ri/ere. 
I'd leave the world for him that hates a woman 6 
Woman, the fountain of all human frailty ! 
What mighty-ills have not been done by Woman ?- 
Who was't betray'd the Capitol? A Woman! 
Who loſt Mark Anthony the World? A Woman | 
Who was the cauſe of a long-ten years war, EY 
And laid at laſt old Troy in aſhes ? Woman! 
Deſtructive, damnable, deceitful Woman! 
Woman to Man firſt as a bleſſing giv'n; 
When 1nnocence and love were in their prime, 
Happy a bile in Paradiſe they lay; 
But quickly woman lonp'd to go aſtray ;- 
Some foohſh new adventure need muſts prove, 
And the firſt devil ſhe ſaw ſhe chang'd her love; 
Io his temptations lewdly ſhe inclin'd 5 
Her. ſqul, and for, an Apple damn'd Mankind. [ Exeuat. 
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ACT Iv. SCENE à Saloon. 
g Acaſto /olus. | 
3 LEST be the morning that has brought me health! 
D A happy reſt has foften'd pain away, | 
Bod I'll forget it, though my mind's not well: 
heavy melancholy clogs my heart; 
droop and figh, I know not why. Dark dreams, 
Rick Fancy's children, have been over-buſy, 
it, Ind all the night play'd farces in my brains: 
Wethought I heard the mid-night raven cry; 
AW ak'd with th' imagin'd noiſe, my curtain ſeem'd 
Mo ſtart, and at my fect my ſons appear'd, 
_ Wike ghoſts, all pale and ſtiff: I ſtrove to ſpeak, 
ut could not: ſuddenly the forms were loſt, 
And ſeem'd to vaniſh in a bloody cloud. : 
Twas odd, and for preſent ſhook my thoughts; 
Put *twas th' effect of diſtemper'd blood; 
And when the health's diſturb'd, the mind's unruly, 
: 5 Enter Polydore. 
Hood morning, Polydore. | 
Pol. Heav'n keep your lordſhip. . 
Acaft. Have you yet ſeen Caſtalio to-day ? _ 
Pol. My lord, *tis early day: he's hardly riſen. 
= efcafl. Go, call him up, and meet me in the chapel, 
3 ; | [Exit Polydore, 
cannot think all has gone well to-night ; yp 
For as I waking lay (and ſure my ſenſe 


= lready up, Monimia ! you roſe - 

ẽhus early ſurely to outſhine the day 2 

Per was there any thing that croſs your reſt? _ 
hey were naughty thoughts that wold not let you ſleep, 
Mon. Whatever are my thoughts, my lord, Ive learnt 
y your example to correct their ills, FE a 
nd morn and evening give up the account. 
238 Arat. Your pardon, ſweet one, I upbraid you not; 
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Would 1 had never marry'd | 


From the unltallow'd view of comnion eyes. 


Or if I would, you are ſo good, I could not; 
Heard you no noiſe to-night ? 
Mon. Noiſe! my good Lord ! 
_ Acaft. About midnight.” 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, I don't remember any. 
Aeaſt. You muſt ſure! went you early to your reſt ? # 
Mon. About the wonted hour. Wy this enquiry 1 


| A in | 
Acafl. And went your maid to bed too T 
Mon. My lord, I gueſs fo; | | 
I've ſeldom known her diſobey my orders. 2 
Arat. Sure goblins then, or fairies haunt the dwelling ;8 
III have enquiry made through all the houſe, ; 
But I'll find out the cauſe of theſe diſorders. 4 
Good day to thee, Monimia— I'll to chapel. 1 3 
[Exit Acaſto, 
A7on.. I'll but diſpatch ſome orders to my woman; 
And wait upon your lordſhip there : 
I fear” the prieſt has play'd us falſe ; if fo, 
My poor Caſtalio los all for me. 
I wonder though he made ſuch haſte to leave me : 
Was't not unkind, Florella ? ſarely *rwas ! 
He ſcarce afforded one Kind parting word, 
But went away ſo cold; the kiſs he gave me, 
Seem'd the forc'd compliment of ſated love. 


Maid. Why ? 
Mon. Methinks 
The ſcene's quite alter*d ; J am not the ſame ; 
I've bound up for myſelf a weight of cares, 
And how the burden will be borne, none knows. 
A huſband may be Jealous, rigid, falſe ! 
And ſhould Caſtalio &er prove ſo to me, 
So tender is my heart, ſo nice my love, 
'T would ruin and diſtract my reſt for ever. 
Maid. Madam, he's coming. 4 
Mon. Where, Florella ? where? 
Ts he returning ? To my chamber lead ; 
PH meet him there: the my ſteries of our hre 
Should be kept private, as religious rites, 


[Exeunt Monimia and Maid. 5 
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SCENE à Chamber. 


Enter Caſtalio. 


I Caf. Wiſh'd morning's come! And now upon the plains 

And diſtant mountains where they feed their flocks, 

The happy ſhepherds leave their homely hats, 

And with their pipes proclaim the new-born Day. 

he chearful birds too, on the tops of trees, 

ZAfemble all in choirs, and with their notes 

q alute and welcome up the ring ſun. 

There's no condition ſure fo curs'd as mine, 

m married ! 'Sdeath! I'm ſped. How like a dep 

Look'd Hercules, thus to a diſtaff chain'd ? | 

9 lonimia! O Monimia ! | 

= Enter Monimia and Maid. 

Mor. I come ! 

fly to my adar'd Caſtalio? s arms, 

1 y wiſhes lord. May ev'ry morn begin 

Like this; and with our days our loves renew! 
Now I may hope y' are fatisfy'd=——— * 

> [ Looking languiſhingly on Frog 


ſſo, 8 


5 Ca. I am ; 
Well ſatisfy'd, that thou art 0 
F 1 Mon. What ? ſpeak : 
Art thou not well, Caſtalio Come lean 
£ WUpon my breaſt, tell me where's thy pain ! 
E Caſe. *Tis here; 'tis in my head; "tis in my heart; J 
'Tis every where: it rages like a madneſs; 
And I moſt wonder how my.reaſon holds, 
E No more, Monimia, of your ſex's arts ; 
1 They're uſeleſs all: I'm not tliat plaint tool, 
That neceſſary utenſil you'd make me; 
4 I know my charter better I am man, 
== Obſtinate man; and will not be enſlav'd. 
Mon. You ſhall not fear't: indeed my nature's eaſy ; 
ll ever hve your moſt obedient wife! 
Lor ever any pri ilege pretend 
8 Beyond your will: for that ſhall be my law: 
Indeed 1 will not. 
Ca. Nay, you ſhall not, Madam; 
By yon bright Heav'n, you ſhall not: all the day 
' play the tyrant, and at night forſake thee ; 
ul by afflictions, and continu'd cares, | 
"i | = | I've 
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I Il never quit you elſe; but on theſe knees, 
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— — 
—— ——— ö — 


And ſtars drop dead with ſorrow to the Earth, 


I've worn thee to a homely houſhold drudge: 
Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 
Subſervient to all my looſer pleaſures ; 
For thou haſt wrong d Callalio, 

Mon. No more: c 
Oh kill me here, or tell me my offence ! 


Thus follow-you all day, *till they're worn bore, 
And hang upon you like a drowning creature. 
Caſtalio! — 

Cafe. Away | laſt night, laſt night! 

Mon. It was our wedding-night ! 

Ca. No more! forget it. 

Mon. Why! do you then repent? 

Caf. I do. | 

Mon. O Heaven 5 | 
And will not leave me thus! Help, help, Florellaa 

i [ He drags her to the door, and breaks from ber. 

Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel man! 3s 
Oh, my heart breaks !—I'm dying! Oh !— 
Caſtalio! Oh! how often has he {wore 
Nature ſhould change, the Sun and Stars grow dark, 
Ere he would falſify his vows to me! 
Make haſte, Confuſion, then ! Sun, loſe thy light, 


For my Caſtalio's falſe ! ; 
Falſe-as the Wind, the Waters, or the Weather ! 
Cruel as Tygers o'er their trembling prey! 
I feel him in my breaſt, he tears my hearr, 
And at each ſigh he drinks the guiſhing blood! 
Muſt ] be long in pain! 
Euter Chamont. 
Cham, In tears, Monimia ! 
Mon. Whoe'er thou art, 
Leave me alone to my belov'd Deſpair! 8 
Cham. Lift up thy eyes, and ſee who comes to chear thee/ 
Tell me the ſtory of thy wrongs, and then 5 
See if my ſoul has reſt till thou haſt juſtice. 
Mon. My brother! | | 
Cham. Yes, Monimia; if thou think'ſt 
That 1 deſerve the name, I am thy brother. 
Mon. O Caſtalio! * 
a Chan 
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= Cham. Ha! TH, | 
Fame me that name again !. my ſouls on fire y 
Fill I knowall! there's meaning in that name: 
know thy huſband : therefore-truſt me 
With all the following truth 
Mon. Indeed, Chamont, . | 
There's nothing in it but the fault of Nature: 
I'm often thus ſeiz'd ſuddenly with grief, 
| know not why, 
Cham. You uſe me ill, Monimia : | 
And | might think with juſtice moſt ſeverely 
f this unfaithful dealing wich your brother, 
= Mon. Truly, I'm not to blame: ſuppoſe I'm fond 
And grieve for what as much may pleaſe another ? 
Should I upbraid the deareſt friend on earth 
For the firſt fault? you would not do fo, would you ? 
Cham. Not if I'd caufe to think it was a friend. 
Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful dealing? 
I never conceal'd my foul from you before: 
Bear with me now, and ſearch my wounds no further; 
For every probing pains me to the heart. 
Cbam. Tis ſign there's danger in't, and muſt be prob'd.. 
Where's your new huſband ? ſtill that thoughtdiſturbs you! 
What! only anſwer me with tears! Caſtalio! 
Nay, now they ſtream: 
Cruel, unkind Caſtalio ! Is't not ſo)ꝛp | 
Mon. I cannot ſpeak ; Grief flows ſo faſt upon mez. 
1 - choaks, and 9 let me tell the cauſe. | 
oh! | 
bam. My Monimia ! to my ſoul thou'rt dear: 
As honour to my name: | 
= Why wilt thou not repoſe within my breaſt 


The anguiſh that torments thee ? 

1 Mon. Oh! 1 dare not. j : 

XZ Cham, I have no friend but thee: we muſt conkde- 
In one another: two unhappy orphans, | 
Alas! we are; and when I ſee thee grieve, 


* 5 


Methinks it is a part of Me that ſuffers. 
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And horrid miſchief? for indeed, Chamont, 
You would not think how hardly I have been us'd 
From a near friend? from one that has my ſoul 
A {lave, and therefore treats it like a tyrant. 

Cham. I will be calm: but has Caftalio wrong'd thee} 
Has he already waſted all his love? 
What has he done ? quickly! for Pm all trembling | 
With expectation of a horrid tale! : 

Men. Oh! could you think it! 

Cham. What 

Mon. I fear he'll Kill me. 

Cham. Ha! 

Mon. Indeed I do: he's ſtrangely level to me; 
Which, if it laſt, I'm fure muſt break my heart. 
' Cham. What has he done? | 

Mon. Moſt barbarouſly us'd me: 
Nothing ſo kind as he when in my arms | 
At dawn of day he roſe, and left his conqueſt; 
But when we met, and I with open arms 
Ran to embrace the lord of all my ner 
Ob then! | 

Cham. Go on! whit 

Mon. He threw me from his breaſt, 
Like a deteſted fin. 

Cham. How ! 

Mon. As I hung too 
Upon his knees, and begg'd to know the cauſe, 
He dragg'd me like a ſlave upon the earth, 
And had no pity on my cries. 

Mon. How! did he 
Daſh thee diſdainfully away with from } 

Mon. He did! 

Cham. What, throw thee from bim l ! 

Mon. Yes, indeed he did! 

Cham. So may this arm 
Throw him to the earth, like a dead dog deſpis'd : 
Lameneſs and leproſy, blindneſs and lunacy, 
Poverty, ſhame, pride, and the name of villain, 
Light on me, if Caltalio, I forgive thee. © = 
Mon. Nay, now Chamont, art thou unkind as be is! De 
Didſt thou not promiſe me thou would'ſt be calm? $ 
Keep my Uſgrace — d? why ſhouldſ thou kill . * 
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all my love, this arm ſhould do him vengeance." 
as! I love him fill | and though I ne'er 
Tlaſp him again within theſe longing arms, 
fet bleſs him, bleſs him (Gods !), . he goes. 
3 | Enter Acaſto. 
© Acaft. Sure ſome ill fate is towards me: in my houſe: 
only meet with oddneſs and diſorder: 
ſt this very moment | 
met Caſtalio too 
Cbam. Then you met a villain !* 
Acaſft, Ha! | 
Cham. Yes, a villain! 
Acaſt. Have a care, young ſoldier,. 
low : hou'rt too buſy with Acaſto's fame: 
have a ſword, my arm's good old acquaintance;. 
Villain to thee: | 
Cham. Curſe on thy ſcandalous age, 
hich hinders me to ruſh upon thy throat; 
And tear up the root of that curs'd bramble !' 
Arat Ungrateful ruffian ! ſure my good old friend: 
as. ne*er thy father! nothing of him's in thee ! | 
Nhat have I done in my. unkappy age, 
To be thus us'd ! I ſcorn to upbraid thee, boy! 
Hut I could put thee. in remembrance 
= Cham. Do! 
Acaſt. 1 ſeorn it 
= Cham, No. I'll calmly hear the ftory, 
For [ would fain know all, to ſee which ſcale 
PNeighs moſt——Ha !* is not that good old Acaſto! 
Vhat have I done ! can you forgive this folly.?- 
Acaſt. Why doſt thou afk it! 
Cham. * Twas the rude o'erflowing : 
f too much paſſion: pray, my lord, forgive me. 
| | [| Kneels, . 
Acaſt. Mock me not, youth! I can revenge a wrong. 
Cam. I know it well ; but for this thought of mine, 
Nity a mad man's frenzy, and forget it. 
8 Acaft. Iwill; but, henceforth, prithee be more kind. 


1 | [ Raiſes im. | 
hence came the cauſe ? 

== Cham. Indeed I've been to blame; 
or you have been my. father: 
„ 1 | 8.3; Von ve 
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You've been her father too 


5 | 
| [Tas Monimia by the ha 
eat. Forbear the prologue ——— _ 


And let me know the ſubſtance of thy tale | 
| Cham, You took her up alittle tender flower, 
Juſt ſprouting on a bank, which the next froſt 
Had nipt ; and with a careful loving hand, 
Tranſplanted her into your own fair garden. 
Where the ſun always ſhines :-there long ſhe flouriſh! 
Grew ſweet to ſenſe, and lovely to the eye,- 

Till at laſt a cruel ſpoiler came, | 

Cropt this fair roſe, and rifled all its ſweetneſs, 
Then caſt it like a loathſome weed away. 

Acaft. You talk to me in parables, Chamont : 
You may have known that Pm no wordy-man : 
Fine ſpeeches are the inſtruments of knaves % 
Or fools that uſe em, when they want good-ſenſe : 
But honeſty 


Needs no diſguiſe nor ornament. Be plain. 
Cham. Your fon 


Acaft. I've two; and both, I hope, have honour, 
Cham. I hope fo too - but 
Acaſt. Sgeak. 
Cham, 1 muſt inform you, 
Once more, Caſtalio ! 
Aeaft. Still Caſtalio ! 
Cham. Ves: Ro: 
Your fon, Caſtalio, has wrong'd Monimia ! 
Acaſt. Ha! wrong'd her! 
_ Cham. Marry'd her. 
Acaſi, I'm ſorry for't, 
_ Cham, Why ſorry? . ö 
By yon bleſt Heav'n, there's not a lord 
But might be proud to take her to his heart. 
Acaft I'Il not deny t. 
Cham. You dare not, by the Gods, 
You dare not: all your family combin'd, 
In one damn'd falſehood to outdo Caſtalio, 
Dare not deny't. — 
Acafi, How has Caſtalio wrong'd her? of 
Cham. Aſk that of him: I ſay, my ſiſter's wrong 
Monimia, my ſiſter, born as high 7 
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And noble as Caſtalio— Do her juſtice, EP 
Or, by the Gods, I'll lay a ſcene of blood 
Shall make this dwelling horrible to Nature. 

I'll do't: hark you, my lord, your ſon, Caftalio, 


Fake him to your cloſet, and there teach him manners. 


Araſt. You ſhall have juſtice. 
Cham. Nay, I will have juttice ! 
Who'll ſleep in ſafety, that has done me wrong? 
My lord, I'll net difturb you to repeat a 
The cauſe of this; I beg you (to preſerve 
Y.our houſe's honour) atk it of Caftalio.. | 
'Acaft, I will. 
Cham, Till then farewell [ Exits. 
Acaſt. Farewell, proud boy. 
Monimia ! 
Mon. My lord. 
Acaſt. Vou- are my daughter. 
Mon. Lam, my lord, if you'll vouchſafe to own me. 
Acaſt. When you'll complain to me, I'll prove a. 
father. bs Exit. 
Mon. Now l'm undone for ever: who on earth. 
Is there fo wretched.as Monimia ? 
Firſt by Caftalio cruelly. forſaken ; 
I've loſt Acaſto now: his parting frowns 
May well inſtruct me, rage is in his heart: 
My cruel brother 
Is framing miſchiefs too, for ought I know, . 
That may produce bloodſhed and horrid murder? 
E would not be the cauſe of one man's death, 
To reign the empreſs of the earth; nay more, 


Fd rather loſe for ever my Caſtalio, 


My dear unkind Caſftalio ! 
Euter Polydore. $4. 
Pol. Monimia weeping ! | 
'T come, my love, to ki all ſorrow from thee: 
What mean theſe ſighs? and why thus beats thy heart? 
Mon. Let me alone to ſorrow : 'tis a cauſe 
None e' er ſhall know; but it ſhall with me die. 
Pol. Happy, Monimia, he to whom theſe ſighs, 
Theſe tears, and all theſe languiſhings are paid! 


I am no ftranger to your deareſt ſecret : 


I kuow your heart was never meant for me; 


* 


That 
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That jewel's for an elder. brother's price. 
Mon. My lord! 5 e 
Pol. Nay, wonder not: laſt night I heard 
His oaths, your vows, and to my terment ſ.w 
Your wild embraces : heard the appointment made,, 
I did, Monimia, and I curs'd the ſound. . 
Wilt thou be ſworn,. my love? wilt thou be ne'er: 
__* Unkind again! . 
Mon. Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs hopes ! 
Have you ſwore conſtancy. to my undoing !: 
Will you be ne'er my friend again! 
Pol. What means my love! 
Mon. Away !. what meant my lord 
Laſt night! 
Pol. Is that a queſtion now to be demanded ?- 
hope Monimia was not much diſpleas'd. | 
| Mou. Was it well done to treat me like a proftituts 2: 
T' aflault my lodging at the dead of night, . 
And threaten me 1f.] deny'd admittance— 
Lou ſaid you were Caſtalio 
Pal. By thoſe eyes, 
It was the ſame; I ſgent my time much better: 
tell thee, ill natured Fair- one, I was poſted: 
To more advantage, on:a pleaſant hill! 
Of ſpringing joy, and everlaſting ſweetneſs. 
Mon. Ha!—have a care! | 
Pol. Where is the danger near me! 
Men. I tear you're on a rock will wreck your quiet, 
And drown. your ſoul in wretchedneſs for ever: 
A thouſand horrid thoughts croud on my memory. 
Will you be kind, and anſwer-me one queſtion ? 
Pol. I'd truſt thee with my life: on thoſe ſoft breaſts 
Breathe out the choiceſt ſecrets of my heart, 
Till I had nothing in it left-but love. | 
Mon, Nay, I'l conjure you by the Gods and.angels,. 
By th* honour of your name, that's moſt concern'd,. 
Io tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly, 
Where did you reſt laſt night? 5 
Pol. Within thy arms | 
1 triumph'd: reft had been my. foe. 
f Mon. Tis done „ 


[ze Fainis. 


Pol. She faints! no help! who waits! a curſe 
5 Upon 
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Upon my vanity, that could not keep 
The ſecret of my happineſs in filence ! 
Confuſien! we ſhall be ſurpriz'd anon; 
And conſequently all muſt be betray'd. 
Monimia ! ſhe breathes !—Monimia !-—— 

Mon. Well . | 
Let miſchiefs multiply! let ev'ry hour 
Of my loath'd life yield me increaſe of horror! 
O let the Sun, to theſe unhappy eyes, 

Ne'er ſhine again, but be eclips'd for ever! 
May every thing I look on ſeem a prodigy, 
To fill my ſoul with terrors, till I quite 
Forget I ever had humanity, 

And grow a curſer of the works of Nature! 

Pol. What means all this ? 

Mon. O Polydore! if al! 1 
The friendſhip. e' er you vow'd to good Caſtalio 
Be not a falſehood; if you ever lov' d 
Your brother, you've undone yourſelf and me. 

Pol. Which way can ruin reach the man that's rich, 
As I am in poſſeſſion of thy ſweetneſs 2 | 

Mon. Oh! Pm his wife! Fw Ta 

Pol. What ſays Monimia ! ha! 

Mon. I'm Caſtalio's wife! 

Pol. His marry'd, wedded wife! 

Mon. Yeſterday's ſun ' 

Saw it perform'd! 

Pol. And then have I enjoy'd: 
My brother's wife | 

Men. As ſurely. as we both 
Muſt taſte of miſery, that guilt is thine ! 

Pol. Oh! thou may'ſt yet be happy! 

Mon. Could'ſt thou be | 
Happy, with ſuch a weight upon thy ſoul'® 

Pol. Tt may be yet a ſecret: VIl go try 
To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee; _ 

Whilſt from the world I take myſelf away, SY 
And waſte my life in p*nance for my ſiu. 5 
Mon. Ihen thou woul Iſt more undo me: heap a load 
Of added fins upon my w*ztched head! 85 
Wouldſt thou again have me betray thy brother, 
And bring pollution to his arms ? curſt thought! 0 
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Oh! when ſhall I be mad indeed! {Exit Monimia, 
Pol. Then thus I'll go, 


C 
Full of my guilt, diſtracted Where to roam, 
Fll find ſome place where adders neſt in winter 
Loathſome and venomous : where poiſons hang A 
Like gums againſt the walls: where witches meet 
By night, and-feed upon ſome pamper'd imp, V 
Fat with the blood of babes: there we'll inhabit, v 
And live up to the height of deſperation: 11 
Defire ſhall languith like a withering flower, 
Horrors ſhall fright me from thoſe pleaſing harms, B 


And Ill no more be caught with Beauty's charms. 
Exeunt. 


3 
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ACT v. SCENE « Garden. 
Caltalio lying on the Ground. 


Caf. — where the Deer trot after one och of 
Male, female, father, daughter, mother, ſon, 

Brother and ſiſter, mingled:all-rogether ! 

No diſcontent they know; but in delightful ; 

Wildneſs and freedom, pleaſant ſprings, freſh herbage, Bk 

Calm harbours, luſty lealth and innocence,. 

Enjoy their portion: if they ſee a man, 


How will they turn together all, and gaze: 
Upon the monſter —— 


Once in a ſeaſon too the taſte of love: 
Only the beaſt of reaſon is its flave, 
And in that folly drudges all the year.. 
: Enter Acaſto. 

Acaſi.. Caſtalio-! Caftalio ! 
Cat. Who's there 

go wretched but to name Caſtalio ! 

Acaft.. L hope my meCage: may ſucceed! 

Cal. My father! 

Tis] joy to ſee you, tho? where Sorrow's nouriſh' 


Acgſt. Caſtalio, you muſl go along with me, 
And l ee Mon. 8 


Ca. ſee Monimia 1 © 
.. an biay, no more di pute. 


Complaints 
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Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong' d her. 
Caf?, Who has complain d? | 
Acaft. Her brother tomy face proclaĩm'd her wrong'd, 

And in ſuch terms they've warm'd me. | 
Caſt. What terms? Her brother! Heav'n! [ 

Where learnt ſhe that? 4 

What, does ſhe fend her hero with defiance? f 

lle durſt not, ſure, affront you? | _ 
Acaſt. No, not much: 
But | 
Caſt. Speak, what ſaid he? 
Acaſt. That thou wert a villain : : 
Methinks I would not have thee thought a villain, ; 
Caf. Shame on th' ill-manner*d' brute ! ng 
* Your age ſecur'd him; he durſt not elſe have ſaid ſo. 
Acaſt. By my ſword, 
I would not ſee: thee wrong'd, and. bear it vilely : 
Though I paſs'd my word the ſhalb have juſtice. - 
Caf. Juttice! to give her juſtice would undo her: 
Think you this ſolitude I now have choſen, 
Left joys jaſt op'ning to my ſenſe, ſought here 
A place to curſe my fate in, meaſur'd' out | 
My grave at length, wiſh'd to have grown one piece 
With this cold clay, and all without a cauſe ? 
| Enter Chamont, | 
Cham. Where is the hero, famous and'renown'd 

For wronging Innocence and breaking vows; 

Whoſe mighty. ſpirit, and whoſe ſtubborn heart, 

No Woman can appeaſe, nor Man provoke ? 

Acaſt. I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſeek Caſtalio. | | 
Cham. I come to ſeek the Huſbaud of Monimia. F 
Cafl. The flave is here. | | 1 
Cham. I thought ere now to'ave found you 
2 Atoning for the ills you've done Chamont : 
For you have wrong' the deareſt part of him. 

Monimia, young lord, weeps in this heart; 

And all the tears thy injuries have drawn 

From her poor eyes, are drops of dlood from hence. 

Caſt. Then you are Chamont? a 
Cham. Yes, and I hope no ſtranger 

To the great Caſtalio. 

Caſt, ve heard of ſuch a man 


8 


That 


That has been very buſy with my honour : 


Oppoſe not then the juſtice of my ſword, 


Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou p 


| Cham. Come both. 


 _ Sheath up thy angry ſword, and don't affright me : 
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I own I'm much indebted to you, Sir, 
And here return the villain back again 
You ſent me by my father. | | 
Cham, Thus I'll thank you. | [ Drazos., 
Acaſt. By this good ſword, who firſt preſumes toviolence, 
Makes me his foe——= _ {Dram and inte poſes. 
Caf. Sir, in my younger years with care you taught me, 
That brave revenge was due to injur'd honour : 


Leſt you ſhould make me jealous of your love. 

Cham. Into thy father's arms thou fly'ſ for ſafety, 
Becauſe thou know? that place is ſanctify' d 
With the remembrance of an ancient friendſhip. 
Cat. L am a villain, if I will not ſeek thee, 
Till I may be reveng'd for all the wrongs 

Fead'f for. 
| Cham. She wrong'd thee ! by the fury in my heart, 
Thy father's honour's not above Monimia's ; 
Nor was thy mother's truth and virtue fairer. 

Acaſt. Boy, don't diſturb the aſhes of the dead 
With thy capricious folltes : the remembrance 
Of the lov'd creature once fill'd theſe arms— 

Cham. Has not been wrong d. 

Caf. It ſhall not. 

Cham. No, nor ſhall 0 9474 | 
Monimia, though a helpleſs Orphan, deſtitute 
Of friends and fortune, though th* unhappy ſiſter 
Of poor Chamont, whoſe ſword 1s all his portion, 
B' oppreſt hy thee, thou proud imperious traitor ! 

Caf. Hah! ſet me free. . 55 


eee W 


 / *.. . Enter Serina. 
Ser. Alas! alas!  - | 

The cauſe of theſe diſorders ? my Chamont ! 

Who is't has wrong'd thee? © _ | 

Cat. Now, where art thou fled _ 

For ſhelter? ii | 
Cham, Come from thine, and ſee what ſafeguard _ 

Shall then betray my fears. Is NY 
Ser. Cruel Caſtalio, | 


x 


Ch amont, 


| ; 
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Chamont, bog once Serina calm thy breaft:. , * 
If any of my friends have done thee injuries, D.. A 
Fl be reveng'd, and love thee better for A 

Cal. Sir, if you'd have me think you did got e 
This opportunity to ſhew your vanity, 
Lo _ on time, when by ourſelves - 
| e fairly may diſpute our wro . 5 woes 
ry EL, che, I'm Caltalio's fi fnend, ., 7 cial = 


, 08 


11 * V5 


1407 I» 5 


| 5 5 N 1 J wih m much happtuch attend you. 
Ser. Chamont's the deareſt thing I have on eum: 71 
Give me Chamont, and let the wk; forſake me. ' He's "na 
* Witneſs the Gods, how happy I Im in Id 
gry, unkind Caſtalio, os 
Sp I ſhould 2. Chile lay! by my e 
beggar in Monimia $ "jt | 
ight I be heard? eee 
aft. Sir, it was my 14 5 
You would (though I fin I fi you nut) 1091 be e's; 
So, in a word, Monimia 16 my ſcorn: | | 
She baſely ſent you here 9 my. Pw 3 1 
That was your bufineſs : _.” e 5 8 
Diſquiet vex her for't., 1 57 | 
Cham. Farewell. 5 Ae Cham. and Ser · 
Cafe. Farewell My father, you ſeem troubled! .- 
Heaft, Gat Pd been abſent when this boiſt rous. 
rave 
| Came to diſturb thee thus: Em priey'd I hinder'd 
Thy juſt reſentment. But Monimie 4 
Caſt. Damn her. 
Acaft. Don't curſe her. 
Ca, Dd 17 
PO 4 | © Or I 
Caf, I'm ſorry for't. | 
cafe. Methinks, as if 1 gi the faule 5 but call, 
It might be pardon d. 
Caſt. No. | 
Acaſt. What has the done? 
Caſt. That ſhe's my Wife may Heaven and you fore 
give me! | 
Ac aft Be reconcil'd 1 


Caf. 


SOAP nies, 


Caf. No. ee eee a a Rn 
A 
Cafi, N „ee, eee 

Aca f. PA ad 44 Rey "I 8 

5 YA i as! a ttz 1. 1 pier f | 


Caſtalio, and 1 of my age. HEUER e yi 


Caſt. Why will'you ua, ch a thing my Ribs 560 at 7 
Acaſt. Prichee forgive.h 1, | 


Lightnings 95 1 25 fog hol 
Th Ae e * 1 at in! yf = e; 
N dete“ Belt dl fe OM * et) 
And e e _ "of her © 1 
My — might drr t it Na yrs 708 wh 


=. ER -: wud s 2 467; Fol 
Flor. My led: where are vou? ; 4 172555 
Oh ſhew me quickly where's, 5. Caſtalis ? © 


Acaſt. Why, ; what 1 wulineſs ? * 9 
Flor. Oh, the poor Monimia — 45 
Caſt. Hah ! 


Acaſt. What's the Wie 3 ; N 4 | 
Flor. Hurry'd by deſpair, 3 
She flies with fury over all the EW 
Through e every. room 9 each A 1 Se EY $1 
Where's niy Caftalio ? Give. ge, my.C 
Except ſhe fees you, ſure melt An ee 


Caſt. Hah ! will ſhe ? Does ſhe namę Caſt 55 2 
And with ſuch tendernefs'? Conduct 1 5 quickly, 
To the poor lovely mour ner. 

Acaſt. Then wilt thou go? Bleſſings at lena thy'p pur- 

e! 

r hear Monimia's ſoul's in  fadnefs, | 

And be a man: my heart will not forget her. 
Acaſt. Pele not then, but haſte and cheer thy love. 

Cajt. Oh! Twill throw m'impatient arms about her, 
In her ſoft boſom ſigh my ſoul to peace, | 
0 rough the panting breaſt ſhe, ene the "nd 

ons heart, and make it what e WII. 
Monimia! 'Oh! ne 1 Acaſt. 4d Cat. 


„ e SCENT 


T.. 5 8. O RFP HAN a 
. e eee N 


* 40% Monimia. Aa ane 
Men. tan me. com. 
- 4 * not reſt off Lh de e, 

gh Jord, 2 ag. the r 8 
* Fd thouſand « emine tly 
Flowers Ip pring up . 15 To 8 bia „ big 50 
W e Wh earing, al Fl, h „% 
When. WI [1 they 1h 81 5 Oh *. my loul!. 12 
1 A die i UL pea fi I have ſeen him. ige * 


ergebe. 


C2 de talks o 10% with e 
That 103 5 in love 


ark! tis 8 * ü 8 
with art they 2. 1 29710 A Pak 0 


"I . 8 LEY rei = 1 re . 
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1 


11 


LL 


42 
Why doſt fy.m m 2 
Mon. Oh! were it pofſib that we 


In dark oblivion For 2, fox pat hours, 1 * 
We 1 15 7 7 


Ca „Monimia, to orgive 
A fell where where » Des loxe, kke mine, e 
For L muſt love 1 4 it PEPE. MY, Wide 
: TIN way ſhall I t thee: Hh 7 2 | _ 
What ſhall I do to be enough ſlave, 
And fatisfy the lovely pri de 822 s in We 
I'll kneel to thee, and weep a floↄd before thee. / 
Yet prithee, tyrant, break not quite my heart, * 
But when my — of perſitence is done, | 
Heal it again, and c:mfort me with love. 
Mon, ft am dumb, Caſtalio, and Want . 
To pay thee back this mighty 2 — nes; 
It is becauſe I look on thee with — ute 
And cannot fee the man I have fo wrong Go 
Caſt. Thou haſt not Wrong d me. 
Mon. Ah! alas, thou talk'ſt 
Joſt as thy poor heart + W unk. 


a No. 


_— . * 
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Mon. Still thou wadder'ſt in the dark, Caſtalio, 
But wilt ere long ſtum ple on horrid danger. 
Caft. My better angel, tſien do thou in brm me 
What danger threatens me, and Where it lies: 
Why didſt thou l ſmile, and tell me why) 


When 1 ftood waiting onderneath the wind 
uaking with fierce anT violent defires ;  ' 
The dropping dews fell cold upon my head, 
Darkneſs inclos'd, and the winds whiſtled round me; 
Which with my mournful fighs made ſuch ſad muſic, 
As might have mov'd the hardeſt heart; why wert thou 
Deaf to my cries, and ſenſeleſs of my pains? 
Mon. Did I not beg thee to forbear enquiry * 
Read'ft thou not ſomething in my face, that ſpeaks' 
Wonderful change, and horror from within me ? 
_ Caf. Then there is ſomething yet which I've not | 
What does thou mean by Horror, and Forbearance 
Of more enquity ? Tell me, I beg thee, tell me; 
And don't betray me to a ſecond madneſs, 
Caft, If, lab'ring in the pangs of death, 
Thou would'ſt do ho he os Bre me eaſe 
Unfold this riddle, ere my thoughts grow wild, 
And let in fears of ugly form upon me. 
Mos. My heart won't let me ſpeak it: but remember 
Monimia, poor ewe tells you this, | 
We neer maſt meet again !“! 
Caft. Ne er meet again 
Mon. No, never. a | 
Caf. Where's che power . 
On earth, that dares not look like thee, and ſay fo 2 
Thou art * Seng 7H inheritance; I ſerv c 
A long and pain fuf faithful ſlavery for thee ; | 
And who ſhall rob me of the dear-bought bleſſing ? 
Mon. Time will clear all: but now let this content 
UE co. VOY Fe MS Vet 
Heav's bis decreedy and therefore I've reſoly'd 
(With torment I muſt tell thee, Caftalio) 
er ta be a ſtranger to thy love: 


7 . — 


g underneath the window, 


In ſome far diſtant country waſte my life, EIN _ 
* f 8 A 3 
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And from this day to ſt thy face no more. 
Ca#. Where Am I? Sur Lander mid' A. bauch 
And never more ſhall fin the wiy o teſt ſu 
Why turn'ſt thou from me? Tm loge alta. 
Methinks I Rand upon a naked beach, 
1 ning tö winds, and to the ſeas complaining, 
{1K afar off the veſſel ſails 4way, 
Where all the treaſure of my ſoul's embark d: 
ö Wilt thou not torn ? Oh! could thoſe : eyes but ibaa 
I ſhould know all, for love is Pregnant in em: 
1 They ſwell, they preſs their beams upon me ſtill : 
Wilt thou not ſpeak? If we muſt part for ever, ho 

Give me but one kind word to think upon, 

And pleaſe myſelf withal, whilſt my heart's S breaking! 
Mon. Ah, poor Caſtalio! [Zxit Monimia. 
Caft. What means ali this? Why all-this flir to i 

A fingle wretch ? If but your word can ſhake. 

This world to atoms, why fo much % 

With mer Think me but dead,” and lay mk ſo. 

Ente Poly Gore. 
Pol. To live, and live a torment to myſelf, - 

W hat dog would be ar t, that knew but his cogditiön ? 

We've lutte Knowledge, and that makes us cowards, e 

Becauſe it cannbt tell ds What's | to come. N 
Ca/t. Who's there? ; . 

e. Why, What art eu N n 185 e 
Caſt. My brother poly dore! VC 
Pol. My name is Polydore. e 
Caft. Canſt thou inform me!: 
Pol. Of what? ei * 8 h « Ti 88 
Cafe, Of my Movimia ? | pF N „ 5 
Pol. No. "ran 1 22 . 
C.. In hate: 22 e 

Meth inks my Polydore a ppears in aße. at 
Pol. Indeed: and fo to ame does my, Caltatis: ok ay 
Cafe. Do? TOO 
Pol. Thou do'ſt. 5 72 SEE 

„ Caf. ARS! Lee, wond'rous feaſoh; i 8 5 

I'm m ante), after d, brother, Tthice I faw th bee. I'S 
Pe Why? * 
Cale Oh! 66 tell N But put thy d 
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Pol. Ay, Caſtalio, was that well done? N 
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To pain: let me embrace thee but a little, 

I weep upon thy neck: I would repoſe 

Within tky friendly boſom all my follies : 

For thou wilt pardon 'em, becauſe they're mine. 
Pol. Be not too credulous : conſider firſt, 

Friends may be falſe, Is there no friendſhip falſe ? 

Caf. Why doſt thou aſk me that? Does this appear- 

Like a falſe friendſhip, when, with open arms 

And ftreaming eyes, I run upon thy breaſt ? 

Oh !'*ris in thee alone I muſt have comfort! 
Pol. I fear, Caſtalio, ] have none to give thee. ' 
Ceaft; Do'ſt thou not love me then? 985 
Pol. Oh more than life: ORE 

I never had a. thought of my Caſtalio 

Might wrong the friendſhip we had vow'd together. 

Haſt thou dealt ſo by me? | 
Ca. I hope I have. 1 | 
Pol. Then tell me why this mourning, this diſorder *- 
Caſt. O Polydore, I know not how to tell thee : 

Shame riſes in my face, and interrupts: 

The ſtory of my tongue. 

Pol. I. grieve, my friend 
Knows an "thing which he's aſham'd to tell me: 


Or diidſt thou e' er conceal thy thoughts from Polydore * 
Cap. O! much too oft:: 8 

But let me here conjure the, 

By alt the kind affection of a Brother; 

(For Vam' aſham'd to call myſelf thy. friend) 

Forgive me?: 

Pol. Well, go ou. 
Caſt. Our Deftiny contriv' d 

To plague us both with one unhappy love! 

Thou, ſike a friend, a conſt ant gen' rous friend, 

In its firſt pangs didſt truſt me with thy paſſion, | 
Whilſt I ſtill ſmooth'd my pain with ſmiles before thee, 
And made à contract I never meant to keep., 

Pol. How ! | 155 

Caf. Still new ways I ſtudy'd to abuſe thee, 

And kept thee as a ſtranger to my paſſion, 
Till yeſterday I wedded with Monimia. 


Cas. 


8 
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Caf. No; to conceal from thee, was much a fault. 
Po). A fault! when thou has heard 
The tale I'Il tell, what wilt thou call it then? 
Caff, How my heart throbs ! 
Pol. Firſt, for thy friendſhip, Traitor, 
cancel't thus: after this day VII ne'er 
{old truſt or converſe with the falſe Caſtalio ! 
his, witneſs Heaven! 
Ca/t. What will my fate do with me? 
I've loſt all happineſs, and know not why ! 
hat means this, Brother? 
Pol. Perzur'd, treach'ruos wretch ! 
Farewell! 
Caft. I'll be thy ſlave, and thou ſhalt uſe me 
uſt as thou wilt, do but forgive me. 
Pol. Never. 
Caft. Oh! think a little what thy heart is doing: 
ow from our infancy we hand-:n-hand 
ave trod the path of Life in love together : 
One bed has held us; and the ſame deſires, 
he ſame averſions {till employ'd our thoughts: 
hene'er had I a Friend that was not Polydore's ? 
Or Polydore a Foe that was not mine ? 
en in the womb w' imbrac'd, and wilt thou now, 
For the firſt fault, abandon and forſake me? 
Leave me amidſt afflictions to myſelf, 
Plang'd in the gulph of Grief, and none to help me? 
Pol. Go to Monimia! in her arms thou'lt find 
Kepoſe ; ſhe has the art of healing ſorrows, 
Ca. What arts? 
Pol. Blind wretch ! thou huſband 1 15 ſhe not a 
Caji, Whore ? 
Pol. Ay, Whore! Ithink that words bits no ex- 
laining. 
Caſt. Alas! I can forgive e'en this to thee: 
But let me tell thee, Polydore, I'm griev'd 
To find thee guilty of ſuch low revenge, 
To wrong that Virtue which thou could'ſt not ruin 
Pol. It ſeems I lie, then! 
Caſt. Should the braveſt man. 
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N when all things ſlept but Rage and Inceſt. 
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That e'er Wore conquering Ford but dare to Whisper 
What thou proclaim'ft, he were the worlt of. lars: 
My friend may be miſtaken. 

Pol. Damn the evaſion | 


| Thou mean'k the worſt!” and "OY A late bers val 


That ſaid I Ilyõ d“ 


Caſt. Db, draw thy ſword, and chraſt ! it 1 my 
heart; 


There is no joy in life; if thou art lol. 


A baſe- born villan! N 8 
Pol. Yes! thou e 1 15 
From old Acaſto's loins': the midwife put 
A cheat upon my mother; and inſtead 
Of a true brother, ir the cradel by me 
Plac'd ſome coarſe peaſant? s cub, and thou art he! 
Cast. Thou art my Brother i. 
Pol. Thou ly'ſt! ws ST oat 
Cat. Nay then! En draws. 
Yet I am calm. 55 
Pol. A Coward's always lv. 
Caſi. Ah—ah—thar ſtings home: Coward! 
Pol. Ay baſe- born Coward ! Villain! | 
| Ca}. This to =T he art then! tho? my mother bore 
chee! Lien; - Polydote drops his' bod, 
aud rin; bn Cattalio's, 
Pol ew: my Caſtalio is again my Friend. | 
Caft. What Pate done! my ſword is in thy breaſt, 
Pol. So | would have it be, than beſt of Men! 
Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trieft F riend. 
Coft. Ye Gods, we're taught that all your works are 
Jjuſtice: 
Y're painted merciful, and friends to Innocence: 
ſo, then Why theſ plagues upon my head ? 


Pol. Blame ſn the Heav'ns ; here lies thy fate: 


Caftalis ! 
Th'are not the Gods, tis Polydore has wrong d thee :. 


P've ſtain'd thy bed: thy  [potlefs ek, Joys. 


Have been poltuted by thy. brothers Iu 
Caſt. By thee!” 


Pol. By me, laſt night the hbrrid Aten EY 


Ca fe 
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ber Caf. Now where's Monimia, oh! 
Enter Monimia. 
Mom. I'm here: who calls me? 
Methought I heard a voice.. 
ain Sweet as the ſhepherd's pipe upon the mountains, | 
When all his little flock's at feed before him, 
ny But what means this? here's blood! 
| Caft. Ay, Brother's blood! : 
Art thou prepar'd for everlaſting pain? 
Pol. Oh! let me charge thee by. th' eternal Juſtice 
Hurt not her tender life! SE ns 
Caf. Not kill her? * © td : 
Mon. That taſk myſelf have finiſh'd : I ſhall die 
Before we part: I've drank a healing draught | 
For all my cares, and never more ſhall wrong thes. 
Pol. Oh, ſhe's innocent 
Cat. Tell me that tory, ee 
And thou wilt make a wretch of me indeed. 
Pol. Had'ſt thou, Caſtalio, us'd me like a friend, 
This ne er had happen'd: had'ft thou let me know. 
Thy marriage, we had all now met in joy: 
But ignorant of tha, wal 
Hearing th' appointment made, inrag*d to think.” 
Thou hadſt outdone me in ſucceſsful love, 
in the dark went and ſupply'd thy place; | 
Whilſt all the night, *midit our triumphant joys, _, 
. The trembling, tender, kind, deceiv'd Monimia, 
Embrae'd, careſs'd, and call'd me her Caſtalio, 
Cafe. And all this is the work of my own fortune ! 
None but myſelf could e' er have been fo curſt! 
My fatal love, alas! has ruin'd thee, , 
Thou faireſt, goodly'ſt frame the Gods e'er made, 
Or ever human eyes and hearts ador'd! 
„ I've murder'd too my Brother! | 
Why would'ſt thou ſtudy ways to damn me farther ? . 
And force the fin of Parricide upon me? | . 

Pol. *Tis my own fault, and thou art innocent“ 
Forgive the barbarous treſpaſs of my tongue ; | 
Tas a hard violence: I cou'd have dy d 
With love of thee, e' en when I us'd thee worſt; 
Nay, at each word that my diſtraction utter'd, 
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My heart recoil'd, and. A balf death to ſpeak; em. 
Mon, Now, my Caſtalio, the moſt dear of men, 

Wilt thou receive pollution t to thy boſom, . 

And cloſe the eyes of one that has betray'd thee ? 
Capes Oh, 'm&h' , unhappy wretch, whoft curſed fate 

Has weigh'd thee down to deftruetion with him : 

mA then thus kind to, me ? 

Mon, ge Pm taid low i'ch' grave, and quite for 


May'ſt * be 15 bp. in a fairer Bride! 5 
But none can ever love theę like Montmia. 
When I am dead, as gk 1 wall be, Ur 
Her r the gfim tyrand gra (ps my heart already) Ar 

peak well of me: an 1 find ill tongues Ne 
Joo buſy with, my HEY don't hear me Wong . = 


"Twill be a noble Juſtice to the memor 
Of a poor wretch once honour'd with thy love, 


How my, head Fyims ! *ris very dark ! (300d- a, * 


030 If 1 ſuryiye thee ! what a the ache was l 3 
Heav'n, I 29 par da at curſe. -- 7 
8 Chamont, a 4 and, 80 by Aale and Ir 


Cham. Gape earth, xt 2 me. to. N 'r 


; KruQtion 
If I forgiye ps IT F I not live 
An everla ting plag e to thee, Acaſto, 
And all thy race! Y'have over ower'd me gow! 
But bear me, Heav'n Ah! ere's a ſcene of death! 
My Siſter, my Monimia breathleſs !—— Now, | 
Ye pow'rs above, if ye have juſtice, firike ! 
Strike bolts. thro? * and through the c rſt Caftalio! 
Cafe. Stand off! thou bor bran & 5 “rous, =, wei 


ruffian! 
And leave me to my frrows A 
Cham. By the love | 
I bore her living. will ne'er forfake 11 
But here Via g. 1 5 il my rare burſt, with ſobbing. 
Ca an arge thee! or— {Draws a Daggi. 
Thou can ſt 45 kill me! 1 N Ep 
* would be kindneſs, and again thy, nature! 
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Acaß. What means Caſtalio ! Sure chou wilt not pull 
ore ſorrows on thy aged fatber's head? TA 
ell me, I beg you, tell. me the ſad cauſe 
Of all this ruin. : 

Pol. That muſt be my taſk : LEP: . 
zut tis too long for one in pains to tell; 
ou'll in my cloſet find the ſtory written 
Of all our woes. Caſtalio's innocent; 
And ſo's Monimia ! only I'm to blame! 
nquire no fatther. 
Ca/t, Thou, unkind Chamont, | 
Unjuſtly haſt purſu'd me with thy hate, 
And fought the life of him that never wrong'd thee : 
Now, if thou wilt embrace a noble vengeance, | 
Come join with me and curſe. 
Cham. What ? 
Cafe. Firſt thyſelf. | 
As I do, and the hour that gave thee birth: 
Confuſion and diſorder ſeize the world! 
To ſpoil all truſt and converſe amongſt men; 
'Twixt families engender endleſs feuds, 
In countries needleſs fears, in cities factions, 
In ftates rebellion, and in churches ſchiſm ; 
Till all things move againſt the courſe of Nature: 
Till form's diſſolv'd, the Chain of cauſes broken, 
And the Originals of Being loft. | 
Acafl, Have patience, 
Cafe. Patience! preach it to the winds, 
The roaring ſeas, or raging fires : the knaves 
That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common needs of life, | 
Scald me with leproſy, let friends forſake me, 
I'll bear it all; but curſt to the degree 
That I am now, *tis this muſt give me patience: 
Thus I find reſt, and ſhall complain no more. 
| [tabs himſelf. 
Chamont, to thee my birth-right I bequeath ; 
Comfort my mourning father, heal his griefs ; 
[Acaſto faints into the arms of a Servant. 
For I perceive they fall with weight upon him. 
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5 Aha for Nonimis“ 8 ſake, whom thou wilt 14 
War never wrong'd, de kind ko 2 . 
ne 


Now all I beg is, lay me in 


TY 


Thus with my Lord, Farewell l 1 nin . 


I Die, 
Cham. Take care of good Acaſto, whilſt 1 Fra | 


To ſearch the means by which the Fates have plagy 


Wac-- 
Tis thus that Heav'n its empire Aden maintain: 


1 _ alia; * Man mult not com lain. 


/ att Lare Onnes. 
35 f 
a - | F* 1 SD . 
„ "3H 


£ 
I a $3 6 6 ONLY 
— as oy * © 1 
3 Ll 11 
* 4 
: 
* ; 
- 
% 
. Ul 0 
7 : 
* 
„ * 
— U 1 . 
; S «4 ©: 4 N * 1388 | 
1 4 . 
. y : 
"4 8. 1 
2 A « 


— 
RC * 
- 
” 
— 
4 
” . 
2 
* 
0 
* 
ol 
* 
1 
* 
» - 
0 9 
5 
» 
4 
o | 
—_— * * 8 - — bn a - 
» 4 ® 
* * 
— hy] - 
: . 
; 
* — - 


